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PREFACE. 


WirH April begins the succession of “the four sweet 
months,” as Robert Herrick termed them two centuries 
and more ago; and in its reign of thirty days the prom- 
ises that March held forth are, in kindly climes, at least, 
made good. In this volume, therefore, the editor has 
brought together the poems that, in his judgment, illus- 
trate best the quickening of Nature which distinguishes 
this month from all the rest, and has grouped about 
them others descriptive of the various phases under 
which this most changeful and capricious of months 
presents itself. For reasons similar to those which 
excluded purely Christmas poems from December the 
poetry of Easter might not be included in AZfrz/,; but 
the editor trusts that, with this exception, the larger 
number of the April favorites of most readers will not 
be looked for in vain within these pages. 

‘The fine quatrain on the title-page was written by Mr. 
Frank Dempster Sherman for the place it so well fills. 
“The Belated Daffodils,” by Mr. James Benjamin Ken- 
yon; “A Ballade of April Days,” by Mr. Alanson Bige- 
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iv PREFACE. 
low Houghton; and “April,” by Mrs. Jane Goodwin 
Austin, are also original contributions. 

The publishers gratefully acknowledge the courtesy 
of Messrs. Houghton, Mifflin & Co.; Cupples, Upham 
& Co.; Roberts Brothers; Ticknor & Co.; Lee & Shep- 
ard; Chas. Scribner’s Sons; J. B. Lippincott Co.; and 
the Century Company, in relation to many of the ex- 
tracts in this volume; and the editor’s thanks are due 
to many friends from whom he has received important 
suggestions. 


CAMBRIDGE, MaAss., March 15, 1886. 
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THE YEARS AT THE SPRING. 


The year’s at the spring, 
And day’s at the morn; 
Morning’s at seven ; 

The hillside’s dew-pearled ; 
The lark’s on the wing; 
The snail’s on the thorn; 
Goad’s in His heaven, — 


All’s right with the world. 
ROBERT BROWNING. 
Pippa Passes. 
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APRIL. 


APRIL IN NEW ENGLAND. 


_ Now while the pale arbutus in our woods 
Wakes to faint life beneath the dead year’s leaves, 
And the bleak North lets loose its wailing broods 
Of winds upon us, and the grey sea grieves 
Along our coast; while yet the Winter’s hand 
Heavily presses on New England’s heart, 
And Spring averts the sunshine of her eyes 
Lest some vain cowslip should untimely start: 
While we are housed in this rude season’s gloom, 
In this rude land, 
Bereft of warmth and bloom, 
We know, far off beneath the Southern skies, 
. . . The flush blossoms mock our drifts of snow 
And the lithe vine unfolds its emerald sheen 


On many a sunny hillside there. 
THOMAS BAILEY ALDRICH. 
Spring in New England. 


2 THE FIRST OF APRIL. 


APRIL. 


SNow on the ground, and blossoms on the trees! 
A bitter wind sweeps madly ’cross the moor; 
The children shiver at the cottage door, 

And old men crouch beside the fire for ease. 

Yet still the happy lark disdains the breeze ; 

The buds swell out, the primrose makes a floor 
Of sylvan beauty, though the frost be hoar, 

And ships are battling with tempestuous seas. 

"Tis April still, but April wrapt in cloud, — 
Month of sweet promise and of Nature’s bliss, 
When earth leaps up at heaven’s reviving kiss, 

And flouts at Winter lingering in her shroud. 
Haste swiftly, Spring, to banish drear decay, 
And welcome Summer with the smile of May. 

JouHN DENNIs. 


THE FIRST OF APRIL. 


. 


MINDFUL of disaster past, 

And shrinking at the northern blast, 
The sleety storm returning still, 

The morning hoar, and evening chill, 
Reluctant comes the timid Spring, 
Scarce a bee, with airy ring, 

Murmurs the blossomed boughs around, 
That clothe the garden’s southern bound : 


THE FIRST OF APRIL. 


Scarce a sickly straggling flower 

Decks the rough castle’s rifted tower: 
Scarce the hardy primrose peeps 

From the dark dell’s entangled steeps ; 
O’er the fields of waving broom 

Slowly shoots the golden bloom: 

And, but by fits, the furze-clad dale 
Tinctures the transitory gale. 

While from the shrubbery’s naked maze, 
Where the vegetable blaze 

Of Flora’s brightest broidery shone, 
Every chequered chain is flown ; 

Save that the lilac hangs to view 

Its bursting gems in clusters blue. 
Sweet along the ridgy land 

The beans their new born ranks expand: 
The fresh-turned soil with tender blades 
Thinly the sprouting barley shades: 
Fringing the forest’s devious edge 
Half-robed appears the hawthorn hedge, 
Or to the distant eye displays 

Weakly green its budding sprays. 

The swallow, for a moment seen, 

Skims in haste the village green: 

From the grey moor, on feeble wing, 
The screaming plovers idly spring ; 

The butterfly, gay-painted soon, 
Explores awhile the tepid noon, 

And fondly trusts its tender dyes 

To fickle suns, and flattering skies. 


4 THE BOUNTEOUS SUN. 


Yet, in these presages rude, . 
Midst her pensive solitude, 
Fancy, with prophetic glance, 
Sees the teeming months advance; 
The field, the forest, green and gay, 
The dappled slope, the tedded hay; 
Sees the reddening orchard blow, 
The harvest wave, the vintage flow: : 
Sees June unfold his glossy robe 
Of thousand hues o’er all the globe: 
Sees Ceres grasp her crown of corn, 
And Plenty load her ample horn. 
THOMAS WARTON. 


FROM ARIES ROLLS THE BOUNTEOUS SUN. 


AT last from Aries rolls the bounteous sun, 

And the bright Bull receives him. Then no more 
The expansive atmosphere is cramped with cold; 
But, full of light and vivifying soul, 

Lifts the light clouds sublime, and spreads them thin, 
Fleecy, and white, o’er all surrounding heaven. 
Forth fly the tepid airs, and unconfined, 

Unbinding earth, the moving softness strays. 
Joyous, the impatient husbandman perceives 
Relenting Nature, and his lusty steers 

Drives from their stalls to where the well-used plow 
Lies in the furrow, loosened from the frost. 

There, unrefusing, to the harnessed yoke 


NEW LIFE, NEW LOVE. 


They lend their shoulder, and begin their toil, 
Cheered by the simple song and soaring lark. 
Meanwhile, incumbent o’er the shining share 
The master leans, removes the obstructing clay, 


Winds the whole work, and sidelong lays the glebe. 


White, through the neighboring fields the sower 


stalks, 


With measured step; and, liberal, throws the grain 
Into the faithful bosom of the ground: 
The harrow follows harsh, and shuts the scene. 


JAMES THOMSON. 
The Seasons. 


NEW LIFE, NEW LOVE. 


APRIL is in: 

New loves begin! 
Up, lovers all, 
The cuckoos call! 


Winter is by, 
Blue shines the sky, 
Primroses blow. 


Where lay cold snow: 


Then why should I 
Sit still and sigh? 


Death took my dear: 


Oh pain, oh fear! 
I know not whither, 


When flowers did wither, 
My summer love 
Flew far above. 


Now must I find 

One to my mind: 
The world is wide ; 
Spring fields are pied 
With flowers for thee, 
New love, and me! 


April is in: 

New loves begin! 

Up, lovers all, 

The cuckoos call! 

JOHN ADDINGTON SYMONDS. 


6 APRIL. 


FIRST OF APRIL. 


Now, if to be an April-fool 
Is to delight in the song of the thrush, 
To long for the swallow in air’s blue hollow, 
And the nightingale’s riotous music-gush, 
And to paint a vision of cities Elysian 
Out away in the sunset-flush, — 
Then I grasp my flagon and swear thereby, 
We are April-fools, my Love and I. 


And if to be an April-fool 
Is to feel contempt for iron and gold, 
For the shallow fame at which most men aim, 
And to turn from worldlings cruel and cold ~ 
To God in His splendor, loving and tender, 
And to bask in His presence manifold, — 
Then by all the stars in His infinite sky, 
We are April-fools, my Love and I. 


MORTIMER COLLINS. 


APRIL. 
“* The spring comes slowly up this way.”? —CHRISTABEL. 


*T1s the noon of the springtime, yet never a bird 
In the wind-shaken elm or the maple is heard; 

For green meadow-grasses wide levels of snow, 
And blowing of drifts where the crocus should blow; 
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Where wind-flower and violet, amber and white, 

On south-sloping brooksides should smile in the light, 

O’er the cold winter-beds of their late-waking roots 

The frosty flake eddies, the ice-crystal shoots ; 

And, longing for light, under wind-driven heaps, 

Round the boles of the pine wood the ground-laurel 
creeps, 

Unkissed of the sunshine, unbaptized of showers, 

With buds scarcely swelled, which should burst into 
flowers ! 

We wait for thy coming, sweet wind of the south! 

For the touch of thy light wings, the kiss of thy 
mouth : | 

_ For the yearly evangel thou bearest from God, 

Resurrection and life to the graves of the sod! 

Up our long river-valley, for days, have not ceased 

The wail and the shriek of the bitter northeast, 

Raw and chill, as if winnowed through ices and 
snow, 

All the way from the land of the wild Esquimau, 

Until all our dreams of the land of the blest, . 

Like that red hunter’s, turn to the sunny southwest. 

O soul of the springtime, its light and its breath, 

Bring warmth to this coldness, bring life to this 
death ; 

Renew the great miracle; let us behold 

The stone from the mouth of the sepulchre rolled, 

And Nature, like Lazarus, rise, as of old! 

Let our faith, which in darkness and coldness has 
lain, 

Revive with the warmth and the brightness again, 


8 APRIL SNOW. 


And in blooming of flower and budding of tree 

The symbols and types of our destiny see ; 

The life of the springtime, the life of the whole, 

And, as sun to the sleeping earth, love to the soul! 
JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER. 


APRIL SNOW. 


O, THE white wonder born of night! 

The earth reclaims her banished grace, 
As Winter, pausing in his flight, 

Flings back his snow in April’s face. 


Heavy with ruddy buds, the trees 

Shake off the light flakes, while below 
Rejoicing, the beholder sees 

The young grass peeping through the snow. 


In the brown elms a robin sings 
To the chill air a summer tune, 
Fanning the snow wreath with his wings, 
He laughs a prophecy of June. 


O for the robin’s faith to-day, 
To look beyond these showery glooms, 
Where, mid the sunny locks of May, 
_ Are lilac-spires and apple-blooms ! 
Mrs. ELIZABETH ANN [CHASE] [AKERS] ALLEN. 


AN APRIL WELCOME. 9 


SPRING. 


THE trumpet winds have sounded a retreat, 
Blowing o’er land and sea a sullen strain; 
Usurping March, defeated, flies again, 

And lays his trophies at the winter’s feet! 

And lo!—where April, coming in his turn, 

In changeful motleys, half of light and shade, 
Leads his belated charge, a delicate maid, 

A nymph with dripping urn. 

Methinks the world is sweeter than of yore, 
More fresh and fine, and more exceeding fair ; 

There is a presence never felt before, 

The soul of inspiration everywhere ; 

Incarnate youth in every idle limb, 

My vernal days, my prime, return anew; 

My trancéd spirit breathes a silent hymn, 
My heart is full of dew! 


RICHARD HENRY STODDARD. 


AN APRIL WELCOME. 


ComE up, April, through the valley, 
In your robes of beauty drest, 

Come and wake your flowery children 
From their wintry beds of rest; 

Come and overthrow them softly 
With the sweet breath of the south; 


IO PROUD-PIED APRIL. 


Drop upon them, warm and loving, 
Tenderest kisses of your mouth. 


Call the crowfoot and the crocus, 
Call the pale anemone, 

Call the violet and the daisy, 
Clothed with careful modesty ; 
Seek the low and humble blossoms, 

Of their beauties unaware, 
Let the dandelion and fennel, 
Show their shining yellow hair. 


Bid the little homely sparrows 
Chirping in the cold and rain, 

Their impatient sweet complaining, 
Sing out from their hearts again ; 

Bid them set themselves to nesting, 
Cooing love in softest words, 

‘Crowd their nests, all cold and empty, 
Full of little callow birds. 


PHG@BE CARY. 


PROUD-PIED APRIL. 


. . . PRoupD-PIED April dressed in all his trim 
Hath put a spirit of youth in everything, 
That heavy Saturn laughed and leaped with him. 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 
Sonnet 98. 


BERIT IN APRIL. If 


APRIL. 


. . . CAME fresh April, full of lustyhead, 

And wanton as a kid whose horn new buds: 

Upon a Bull he rode, the same which led 

Europa floating through the Argolic floods: 

His horns were gilden all with golden studs 

And garnishéd with garlands goodly dight 

Of all the fairest flowers and freshest buds 

Which the earth brings forth; and wet he seemed 
in sight | 

With waves, through which he waded for his love’s 
delight. 


EDMUND SPENSER. 
The Faerie Queene. 


IN APRIL. 


WHEN that Aprilé with his showrés soot 
The drought of March hath piercéd to the root, 
And bathéd every vein in such licour, 

Of which virtue engendred is the flower, 
When Zephyrus eke with his sweeteé breath 
Inspired hath in every holt and heath 

The tender croppés and the youngé sun 
Hath in the Ram his halfé course y-run, 
And smallé fowlés maken melodie, 

That sleepen all the night with open eye, 
So pricketh them nature in their courages : 
Then longen folk to gon on pilgrimages. 


GEOFFREY CHAUCER. 
The Canterbury Tales — Prologue. 


I2 NOVEMBER — APRIL. 


THE COMING OF THE GODDESS. 


Coy April comes, her fair face wreathed with smiles, 
Down a long vista, budding trees between ; 
The quickening sunlight glints the grasses green 
And brightens all the leafless forest aisles. 
A song-thrush there her onward way beguiles 
As light she treads with airy grace of mien; 
Upon her brow, the gracile woodland queen, 
Behold a wreath (to hide her roguish wiles) 
Of saintly violets plucked in bosky dell 
Where yet the drift lies white on dead leaves 
brown. 
About her azure eyes there flits no frown, 
Yet should’a lover fail ’twere not so well, 
For tears can mar sweet April’s brightest day, 
But if Love smiles she blushes into May. 
CLINTON SCOLLARD. 


NOVEMBER — APRIL. 


NOVEMBER. 


THE dead leaves their rich mosaics, 
Of olive and gold and brown, 

Had lain on the rain-wet pavements, 
Through all the embowered town. 


They were washed by the autumn tempest, 
They were trod by hurrying feet, 


THE RETURN OF THE SWALLOWS. 13 


And the maids came out with their besoms 
And swept them into the street, 


To be crushed and lost forever 

’Neath the wheels, in the black mire lost ; 
The summer’s precious darlings, 

She nurtured at such cost! 


O words that have fallen from me! 
O golden thoughts and true! 

Must I see in the leaves a symbol 
Of the fate which awaiteth you? 


APRIL. 
Again has come the springtime, 
With the crocus’s golden bloom, 
With the smell of the fresh-turned earth mould, 
And the violet’s perfume. 


O gardener! tell me the secret 
Of thy flowers so rare and sweet! 
“T have only enriched my garden 


With the black mire from the street.” 
SAMUEL LONGFELLOW. 


THE RETURN OF THE SWALLOWS. 


“Out in the meadows the young grass springs, 
Shivering with sap,” said the larks, “and we 

Shoot into air with our strong young wings, 
Spirally up over level and lea; 


14 THE RETURN OF THE SWALLOWS. 


Come, O Swallows, and fly with us 

Now that horizons are luminous! 
Evening and morning the world of light, 
Spreading and kindling is infinite!” 


Far away, by the sea in the south, 
The hills of olive and slopes of fern 
Whiten and glow in the sun’s long drouth, 
Under the heavens that beam and burn; 
And all the swallows were gathered there 
Flitting about in the fragrant air, 
And heard no sound from the larks, but flew 
Flashing under the blinding blue. 


Out of the depths of their soft rich throats 
Languidly fluted the thrushes, and said: " 
“ Musical thought in the mild air floats, 
Spring is coming and winter is dead: 
Come, O Swallows, and stir the air, 
For the buds are all bursting unaware, 
And the drooping eaves and the elm-trees long 
To hear the sound of your low sweet song.” 


Over the roofs of the white Algiers, 
Flashingly shadowing the bright bazaar, 
Flitted the swallows, and not one hears 
The call of the thrushes from far, from far; 
Sighed the thrushes ; then, all at once, 
Broke out singing the old sweet tones, 
Singing the bridal of sap and shoot, 
The tree’s slow life between root and fruit. 
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But just when the dingles of April flowers 
Shine with the earliest daffodils, 
When, before sunrise, the cold clear hours 
Gleam with a promise that dawn fulfils, 
Deep in the leafage the cuckoo cried, 
Perched on a spray by a rivulet side, 
“ Swallows, O Swallows, come back again 
To swoop and herald the April rain.” 


And something awoke in the slumbering heart 
Of the alien birds in their African air, 
And they paused, and alighted, and twittered apart, 
And met in the broad white dreamy square, 
_ And the sad slave woman, who lifted up 
From the fountain her broad-lipped earthen cup, 
Said to herself, with a weary sigh, 
“To-morrow the swallows will northward fly!” 
EDMUND WILLIAM GOSSE. 


THE PRIMROSE. 


DEAR welcome, sweet pale stats of hope and spring, 
Young primroses, blithe with the April air ; 
My darlings, waiting for my gathering, 
Sit in my bosom, nestle in my hair. 
But, oh! the fairest laughs behind the brook, 
I cannot have it, I can only look: 
Oh, happy primrose on the further beach, 
One can but look on thee, one cannot reach. 
Mrs. AucusTa [DAVIES] WEBSTER. 


16 SPRING. 


A SNOW SHOWER IN APRIL. 


Au, how much greener does the grass appear, 
How much more strong and constant does it show, 
Contrasting with this transitory snow, 
Untimely and yet lovely! Far and near, 
Light lying on the meadows it seems here 
Like hoary clover; and there, on the low 
Slope of the knoll, white strawberry blossoms grow, 
And daisies yonder; while, (through all the year 
Sight longed for and remembered) pearly clear 
Around me the light snowflakes falling seem 
Like cherry blossoms, that down eddying slow, 
Some warm May morning when no breezes blow, 
All over the fresh grass-plat softly gleam, 
And like the snowflakes softly disappear. 


ROBERT KELLEY WEEKS. 


SPRING. 


O sprINnG! thou art a child of hopes and fears. 
What is thy nameless tenderness and grace? 
My heart is tremulous before thy face, 

And but a look from thee will move my soul to tears. | 


Why should a breath of sadness on thee light, 
And such unuttered longings in thee wake? 
Hast thou not all, and more than all, to make 
Thee richly blest, —so loved and beautiful and 
bright ? 


APRIL. 17 


The smiling flowers are singing at thy feet, 
The birds are singing round thy head at dawn, 
The laggard sun now hastes to thee at morn, 
And lingers fondly by thy side at evening sweet. 


Art thou the type of higher blessedness ? 
Because thou art like us of mortal mould, 
Must thou be ever yearning to behold 


Perfection mid the fulness of thine earthly bliss? 
Mrs. MARTHA [PERRY] LOWE. 


APRIL. 


APRIL, the opener, openeth not my mouth 
To utter flattering words to thee, O Spring! 

What though the sweetest birds fly from the south, 
What if our poets all begin to sing; 

New England’s hills are wounded by the sting 

That on his breath Euroclydon doth bring. 

Twice twenty days hath he tossed in my face 
Insolent airs, with tantalizing taunt ; 

Behind fly on the Furies, all apace, 
Who on the breeze their phantom garments flaunt. 
Pierceth to every nook my footsteps haunt 

A blast, — might wither their tyrannic race ! 

And yet I know that from this bitter birth 


Soon leaps an heir to gladden all the earth. 
Mrs. ADELINE TREADWELL [PARSONS] LUNT. 


18 APRIL. 


APRIL, 


Tue wild and windy March once more 
Has shut his gates of sleet, 

And given us back the April time, 
So fickle and so sweet. 


Now blighting with our fears, our hopes, 
Now kindling hopes with fears : 

Now softly weeping through her smiles, 
Now smiling through her tears. 


Ah, month that comes with rainbows crowned, 
And golden shadows drest ; 

Constant to her inconstancy, 
And faithful to unrest. 


The swallows round the homestead eaves, 
The bluebirds in the bowers, 

Twitter their sweet songs for thy sake, 
Gay mother of the flowers. 


The brooks that moaned but yesterday 
Through bunches of dead grass, 

Climb up their banks with dimpled hands, 
And watch to see thee pass. 


The willow, for thy grace’s sake, 
Has dressed with tender spray, 
And all the rivers send their mists 

To meet thee on the way. 


TO THE SPRING. I9 


Thou set’st the red familiar rose 
Beside the household door, 

But O the friends, the sweet, sweet friends 
Thou bringest back no more! 


But shall I mourn that thou no more 
A short-lived joy can bring, 
Since death has lifted up the gates 


Of their eternal spring. 
ALICE CARY. 


Wee Pitde SL LV. 


WHEN I am weary and the spirit flags, 

Spent with life’s struggle and too dull for prayer, 
One haven of delight is still mine own, 

All unassailed by care. 


In that dear realm the fancy wanders free, 
And drinks unsullied joy at every well; 

My years are lost in the perpetual youth 
Of thy sweet spell. 


Too old for innocence, too young for rest, 
My troubled spirit wanders to thy feet, 
Beloved Spring, with ever new delight, 
I feel thy heart’s strong beat. 


Forever new the radiance of thy smile, 
Beloved too long that I should call thee new; 
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All else is changing that is not yet changed, 
But thou remainest true. 


Breathe on my cheek for breath that death hath 
stayed, 
And kiss my lips for lips that are no more, 
Or bring the fragrance of unfading Spring 
From heaven’s far shore. 


And if in sunless cities’ haunts I stray, 
And lose thy birds and flowers, this grace still 
bring, 
That somewhere I may know thou art on earth, 


That some see Spring. 
Mrs. CATHARINE CHRISTINA [FRASER-TYTLER] LIDDELL. 


AP RL in 


I Go forth in the fields to meet thee, Spring. 

By hanging larch-woods through whose brown there 
runs 

A trembling under-gush of faintest green, 

As daily sunbursts strike adown the hills ; 

By hedgerows, budding slow in nested nooks, 

Where primroses look up with childish smile 

From mother earth’s rich breast; she laughs aloud: 

“T am young again! It is the April-time.” 


Sweet April-time, —O cruel April-time ! 
Year after year returning, with a brow 
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Of promise, and red lips with longing paled, 

And backward-hidden hands that clutch the joys 

Of vanished springs, like flowers. Cast them not 
down ; 

Let them not root again! Go by, —go by, 

Young April; thou art not of us nor ours. 


Yet April-time, O golden April-time, 

Stay but a little! Hast thou not some spell 

In the fresh youth of the year to make us young? 
Thou, at whose touch the rich sap leaps i’ the veins 
Of dead brown boughs that moaned all winter long, 
Roll back the shroud from this our life’s lost day, 

_ Setting in showers, —and in thy glowing arms 

Lift dead morn out of the west, and bid her walk 
Like a returnéd ghost through upper air; 

Canst thou do this? wilt answer? ‘Vain, all vain.” 
The larch-wood sighs unto the darkening sky, 

The silent sky replies in pitying tears 

As the slow rain-cloud trails adown the hills. 


“There is a time to be born, a time to die,” 

For all things the irrevocable Hand 

That opes the year’s fair gate, doth ope and shut 

The portals of our earthly destinies ; 

We walk through blindfold, and the noiseless doors 

Close after us, for ever. Pause, my soul, 

On these strange words — for ever — whose large 
sound 

Breaks flood-like, drowning all the petty noise 

Our human moans make on the shores of time. 
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O Thou that openest, and no man shuts; 

That shut’st, and no man opens, — Thee we wait! 
More longingly than the black frost-bound lands 
Desire the budding green. Awakener, come! 
Fling wide the gate of an eternal year, 

The April of that glad new heavens and earth 
Which shall grow out of these, as springtide grows 
Slow out of winter’s breast. 


Mrs. DINAH MARIA [MULOCK] CRAIK. 


SPRING FOV. 


THE wet red glebe shines in the April light, 
The grey hills deepen into green again; 
The rainbow hangs in heaven; thin vapors white 
Drift o’er the blue, and freckle hill and plain 
With many moving shades; the air is strong 
With earth’s rich exhalations after rain. 
Like a new note breaks forth the ancient song 
Of springtide birds, with fresh hope, fresh delight. 
Low o’er the fields the marsh-hawk sails along ; 
Aloft small flocks of pigeons wing their flight ; 
Alive with sound and movement is the air; 
The short young grass with sunlight rain is bright; 
The cherry trees their snow-white garlands wear ; 
The garden pranks itself with leaf and flower ; 
Quick with live seeds the patient earth lies bare. 
Oh, joy! to see in this expectant hour 
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The spirit of life, as on creation’s day, 
Striving toward perfect form! No fear hath power, 
No sense of failure past hath stréngth to sway 
The immortal hope which swells within the breast, 
That this new earth matures not toward decay, 
But toward a beauty hitherto unguessed, 
A harvest never dreamed. These mild bright skies, 
This lovely uncompleted world, suggest 
A powerful joy, a thrill of high surprise, 
Which no fruition ever may inspire, 


Albeit each bud should flower, each seed should rise. 
EMMA LAZARUS. 


THE PRIMROSE. 


WELCOME, pale primrose! starting up between 
Dead matted leaves of ash and oak, that strew 
The every lawn, the wood, the spinney through, 

Mid creeping moss and ivy’s darker green; 

How much thy presence beautifies the ground: 
How sweet thy modest, unaffected pride 

Glows on the sunny bank, and wood’s warm side. 

And where thy fairy flowers in groups are found, 

The school boy roams enchantedly along, 
Plucking the fairest with a rude delight : 

While the meek shepherd stops his simple song, 
To gaze a moment on the pleasing sight ; 

O’erjoyed to see the flowers that truly bring 


The welcome news of sweet returning spring. 
JOHN CLARE. 
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Emecem of life! see changeful April sail 
In varying vest along the shadowy skies, 
Now bidding summer’s softest zephyrs rise, 

Anon, recalling winter’s stormy gale, 

And pouring from the cloud her sudden hail; 
Then, smiling through the tear that dims her eyes. 
While Iris with her braid the welkin dyes, 

Promise of sunshine, not so prone to fail. 

So, to us, sojourners in life’s lowly vale, 

The smiles of fortune flatter to deceive, 
While still the fates the web of misery weave, 


So hope exultant spreads her airy sail. 
HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 


UN APRIL. 


APRUL’s come back; the swellin’ buds of oak 
Dim the fur hillsides with a purplish smoke ; 
The brooks are loose an’, singing to be seen, 
(Like gals,) make all the hollers soft and green ; 
The birds are here, for all the season’s late ; 
They take the sun’s height an’ don’ never wait; 
Soon’z he officially declares it’s spring 

Their light hearts lift em on a northward wing, 
An’ th’ ain’t an acre, fur ez you can hear, 


Can’t by the music tell the time o’ year. 
JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL. 
The Biglow Papers. 
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SPRING HAS COME. 


THE sunbeams, lost for half a year, 

Slant through my pane their morning rays 
For dry northeasters cold and clear, 

The east blows in its thin blue haze. 


And first the snowdrop’s bells are seen, 
Then close against the sheltering wall 
The tulip’s horn of dusky green, 
The peony’s dark unfolding ball. 


The golden-chaliced crocus burns ; 
The long narcissus-blades appear; 
The cone-beaked hyacinth returns 
To light her blue-flamed chandelier. 


The willow’s whistling lashes, wrung 
By the wild winds of gusty March, 

With sallow leaflets lightly strung, 
Are swaying by the tufted larch. 


_The elms have robed their slender spray 
With full-blown flower and embryo leaf; 
Wide o’er the clasping arch of day 
Soars like a cloud their hoary chief. 


See the proud tulip’s flaunting cup, 

That flames in glory for an hour: 
Behold it withering, then look up: 

How meek the forest monarch’s flower! 
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When wake the violets, Winter dies ; 

When sprout the elm-buds, Spring is near; 
When lilacs blossom, Summer cries, 

“‘ Bud, little roses! Spring is here!” 


s e e e 


OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. 


SPRING IS COMING. 


By the bursting of the leaves, 
By the lengthening of the eves, 
Spring is coming; 

By the flowers that scent the air, 

By the skies more blue and fair, 

By the singing everywhere ; 
Spring is coming. 


All the woods and fields rejoice 

Spring is coming. 
Only here and there a voice, 
(Here of buds the worm has worn, 
Here of birds whose nest is torn, 
There of those whose life is pent 
Far from pleasant sight and scent,) 
Wails, as if their life’s distress 
Won a new wild bitterness ; 

Spring is coming. 

FRANCIS WILLIAM BOURDILLON. 
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LT IS THE SPRINGTIME. 


‘Ir is the springtime: April violets glow 


In wayside nooks, close clustering into groups, 
Like shy elves hiding from the traveler’s eye ; 
The mellow air, which from the woodland comes, 
Is full of perfume shed from opening buds. 
There the young maple, earlier putting forth, 

In memory of the past dead autumn gleams, 
And waves its purple torch; and o’er the spring, 
The willow its own sprouting in the pool 

Hangs watching. . 


The plow in this broad field with upthrown share, 


_ There left at yester sunset, lies at rest 


Along the midway furrow. Here the maize 

Shall rustle through the summer; while near by 
Already the live grain, which ’neath the snow 
Slept the white winter through, sends up its green 


And whispers in the sunshine. 
THOMAS BUCHANAN READ. 
The New Pastoral. 


INO APRIL. 


Apri cold with dripping rain 
Willows and lilacs brings again, 
The whistle of returning birds, 


And trumpet-lowing of the herds. 
RALPH WALDO EMERSON. 
May Day. 
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Is it, then, regret for buried time 

That keenlier in sweet April wakes, 

And meets the year, and gives and takes 
The colors of the crescent prime? 


Not all: the songs, the stirring air, 
The life re-orient out of dust, 
Cry through the sense to hearten trust 


In that which made the world so fair. 
ALFRED TENNYSON. 
ln Memoriam. 


APRIL CRUEL, 


APRIL, ah me! how swiftly changes come, 
How soon the month we love we learn to hate, 
When boughs deflowered hang down disconsolate, 
And clouds of grief make dark our garden home, 
Where genial sunshine lingering loved to wait; 
With joy we grafted in thy wounded rind 
The fairest branch that ever blossom bore; 
Clasped close, incorporate as one combined, 
A newborn rapture trembled in thy core 
As budding life expanded, more and more 
We longed to reap the fruit; but woke to find 
Hope in a morning blighted; from the shore 
A ruthless wind stole with untimely frost, 
And all thy cherished bloom was shrivelled, loosed, 


and lost. 
FRANCIS BENNOCH. 
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APRIL KIND, 


APRIL, though treacherous and changeling named, 
Wanton and wayward in thy nature, still 
Revealest thou those mysteries that fill 

All hearts with love’s deep sympathy, and famed 
For blooms that odorous balm distil. 

Birthtime of beauty and of poesy: 

When birds betrothed melodious from the hill 

Rain down their morning song of ecstasy. 

When amorous bees toy fondly with the flower, 

And drain its humid sweets deliriously, 

Faint with excess, in love’s delicious bower 

Softly infolded, blossom-couched he lies : 

Whilst draughts of fragrant dew oblivious sleep 


supplies, 
FRANCIS BENNOCH. 


APRIL. 


I opEN wide the portals of the Spring 
To welcome the procession of the flowers, 
With the gay banners, and the birds that sing 
Their song of songs from their aerial towers. 
I soften with my sunshine and my showers 
The heart of earth; with thoughts of love I glide 
Into the hearts of men; and with the Hours 


Upon the Bull with wreathéd horns I ride. 
HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW. 
The Poet’s Calendar. 
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LHE BREATHING ELAR. 


Ou, not by sight or sound alone, I guess 
This way her light feet press, — 
Light feet of Spring! 


It would be told me, though I shut my eyes 
Against the ample sky’s 
Pure witnessing, 
And saw not how the green blade thrusts its way 
Up through the pleachéd gray, 
No tenderling ! 
It would be told me, though I shut my ear 
To all the tidings clear 
Her heralds bring, — 
The fluting thrush, the bluebird singing love, 
Hiding in heaven above 
His heaven-dyed wing. 


How, sight and sound shut out, should I still guess 
This way her light feet press, — 
Light feet of Spring? 


By errantry of subtil winds that blow 
From fields where late the snow 
Did drift and cling; 
By grateful odors borne from forest mold, 
Where last year’s leaves enfold 
Some blooming thing; 
By healing essence, lifeful airs, unbound 
From the dark, humid ground 
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Fast mellowing, 
Whence, from the smoking, furrowed clods, still 
come 
The gnats with ceaseless hum 
And hovering. 


The breathing earth! I breathe, and well I guess 
This way her light feet press, — 
Light feet of Spring! 


EDITH MATILDA THOMAS. 


A SPRING SONG. 


SWALLOW, swallow, hither wing ; 
Hither swallow, bringing spring; 
From the lake hath gone the teal; 
Fled the widgeon from the stream ; 
Now no more our bursting woods 
Hear the swooping merlin’s scream; 
Come, thou.dawn of summer, come, 
Hither leaves and shadows bringing, 
Bladed furrows, nested eaves, 
Sweetest songs the south is singing ; 
Bringing violets, bringing spring, 
Hither swallow, hither wing. 


Swallow, swallow, hither wing, 
Dearest playmate of the spring; 
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Come, — the celandine no more 
Dreads the gusty wrath of March; 
Golden tasseled is the birch; 
Emerald fringes hath the larch; 
Come, thou news of summer, come, 
Trills and hedgerow twitterings bringing ; 
Quivering mountings of the lark, 
Shrillest songs the ousel’s singing ; 
Snowing orchards, flight of spring, 
Hither swallow, hither wing. 

WILLIAM Cox BENNETT. 


THE BELATED DAFFODILS. 


WakEg, sister daffodilly, wake ! 

The buds their barren slumbers break ; 
The trailing willow, by the stream, 
Roused from its long and wintry dream, 
Shakes all its silken tassels free. 

The robin’s jocund minstrelsy, 

And early bluebird’s velvet note, 

About the fields and orchards float. 

No more the hurtling March winds pass, 
But low, sweet sounds of growing grass, 
Of rustling herb and tender flower, 
Rise from the green turf hour by hour. 
Wake, sister daffodilly, lo, 

From out the south mild breezes blow; 
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Along the wood paths, warm and wet, 

Springs up the frail wood-violet. 

Already from its soft brown bed 

The crocus lifts its drowsy head, 

And stares with slow and wondering eyes 

Into the changeful April skies. 

Wake, sister, here ’tis damp and dark; 

Leap from thy chilly couch, and hark 

How peal the waxen lily-bells, 

To call us from our gloomy cells. 

Too long hath slumber sealed our eyes ; 

Our mates have risen; let us rise 

And take from hence our upward flight ; 

Let us go seek the pleasant light. 

The cattle browse upon the hill ; 

The blossoms nod beside the rill; 

The bee darts by on vagrant wing ; 

The birds from dewy copses sing; 

And in fresh closes, to and fro, 

The whistling plowmen blithely go. 

Dear sister, from these chambers cold, 

Beneath the damp and gloomy mold, 

Where winter-tranced we long have lain, 

We'll flee to seek the light again. 

Dost see the day, dear, as we rise? 

Hark to the insects’ mellow cries ! 

Ah me, how sweet the south’s warm breath! 

How fair is life! how dark is death ! 

Lo, all the world is bourgeoning, 

And this, dear sister, this is Spring! 
JAMES BENJAMIN KENYON. 
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SPRING LONGINGS. 


Ir I might be, for but one April tide, 
The blackbird, poet-laureate to Queen Spring, 
And have such music given my lips, to sing 
Among the woodlands, o’er the meadows wide, 
How in my song were my queen deified 
In notes of deathless love, that should enring 
My perch with peering listeners, and bring 
Spring memories when Spring’s delights had died! 
For now in vain I sigh for such a voice, 
To utter aught of all the joys I take, 
Queen Spring, from all thy wonders, — flowers, 
and leaves, 
And airs of heaven, and scents, — that bid rejoice 
The heart, that weeps, it knows not why, and wake 
A love past passion on the lengthening eves. 
FRANCIS WILLIAM BOURDILLON. 


LAE BLOE BIRD: 


Hark! ’tis the bluebird’s venturous strain 
High on the old fringed elm at the gate: 
Sweet-voiced, valiant on the swaying bough, 
Alert, elate, 
Dodging the fitful spits of snow, 
New England’s poet-laureate 
Telling us Spring has come again! 


THOMAS BAILEY ALDRICH. 
Spring in New England. 
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Hark! upon the east wind, piping, creeping, 
Comes a voice all clamorous with despair ; 
It is April, crying sore and weeping, 
O’er the chilly earth, so brown and bare. 


“When I went away,”’ she murmurs, sobbing, 
“ All my violet banks were starred with blue; 
Who, O, who has been here, basely robbing 
Bloom and odor from the fragrant crew? 


“Who has reft the robin’s hidden treasure, 
All the speckled spheres he loved so well? 

And the bud which danced in merry measure 
To the chiming of the hyacinth’s bell ? 


“ Where are all my hedgerows, flushed with Maying? 
And the leafy rain, that tossed so fair, 

Like the spray from silver fountains playing, 
Where the elm-tree’s column rose in air? 


* All are vanished, and my heart is breaking; 
And my tears they slowly drip and fall ; 
Only death could listen without waking 
To the grief and passion of my call!” 


Thus she plaineth. Then ten million voices, 
Tiny, murmurous, like drops of rain, 

Raised in song as when the wind rejoices, 
Ring the answer, “ We are here again. 
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“We were hiding, April. Did you miss us? 
None of us were really gone away ; 

Stoop thy pretty head and gently kiss us 

- Once before we all come out to play. 


“Here are all the clustering buds of roses, 
And the dandelion’s mimic sun; 

Of thy much-beloved and vanished posies 
None are missing, not a single one!” 


Little points of green push out to greet her, 
Little creepers grasp her garment’s hem, 
Hidden sweetnesses grow ever sweeter 
As she bends and brightly smiles at them. 


Every tear is answered by a blossom, 
Every sigh with songs and laughter blent, 
Apple-blooms upon the breezes toss them, 
April knows her own and is content. 
SARAH CHANNING WOOLSEY. 


ITO AN APRIL DAISY. 


WELCOME, old comrade! peeping once again; 
Our meeting minds me of a pleasant hour: 
Spring’s pencil pinks thee in that blushy stain, 
And summer glistens in thy tinty flower. 
Hail, venturer! once again that fearless here 
Encampeth on the hoar hill’s sunny side ; 


ALMOND BLOSSOM. Sf 


Spring’s early messenger! thou’rt doubly dear ; 
And winter’s frost by thee is well supplied. 


Now winter’s frowns shall cease their pelting rage, 
But winter’s woes I need not tell to thee ; 

Far better luck thy visits well presage, 

_ And be it thine and mine that luck to see. 


Ah, may the smiles confirm the hopes they tell; 
To see thee frost-bit I’d be grieved at heart; 
I meet thee happy, and I wish thee well, 
Till ripening summer summons us to part. 


Then like old mates, or two who’ve neighbors been, 
We'll part, in hopes to meet another year; 
And o’er thy exit from this changing scene, 


We'll mix our wishes in a tokening tear. 
JOHN CLARE. 


ALMOND .BLOSSOM. 


Bossom of the almond trees, 
April’s gift to April’s bees, 
Birthday ornament of spring, 
Flora’s fairest daughterling ; 
Coming when no flowerets dare 
Trust the cruel outer air; 
When the royal kingcup bold 
Dares not don his coat of gold; 


APRIL. 


And the sturdy blackthorn spray 
Keeps his silver for the May; 
Coming when no flowerets would, 
Save thy lowly sisterhood, 

Early violets, blue and white, 

Dying for their love of light. 
Almond blossom, sent to teach us 
That the spring days soon will reach us, 
Lest, with longing over-tried, 

We die as the violets died; 

Blossom clouding all the tree 

With thy crimson broidery, 

Long before a leaf of green 

O’er the bravest bough is seen ; 

Ah! when winter winds are swinging 
All thy red bells into ringing, 

With a bee in every bell, 


Almond bloom, we greet thee well. 
| EDWIN ARNOLD. 


APRIL. 


Tuov then, April, Iris’ daughter, 

Born between the storm and sun; 
Coy as nymph ere Pan hath caught her, 
Thou then, April, Iris’ daughter. 

Now are light and rustling water ; 


Now are mirth and nests begun. 
Ii—enryY AUSTIN DOBSON. 
The Masque of the Months. 
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Waar are the dearest treasures of the spring? 
The rosy haze that veils the forests bare ; 
The vague sweet fragrance in the balmy air ; 

The twitter of the swallows on the wing ; 


The tender beauty of the wavering light ; 
The rains, as swift as tears in babies’ eyes ; 
The sudden sunshine in the changeful skies ; 
The softened brightness of the starlit night ; 


The freshening emerald of the bladed grass ; 

The sparkle of the myriad-dimpled sea ; 

The rush of mountain brooks, once more set free; 
The sense of early bloom so soon to pass, — 


These are most fair, but more than these to me 
The wakening memories of the vanished years, 
Tender regrets, grown dim ’neath many tears, 

And sorrows softened like a rainy sea; 


Swift recollections of forgotten bliss, 
Thrilling the heart with dreams of joy again, 
An ecstasy of pleasure shot with pain, 

As when the sunbeams and the raindrops kiss ; 


Reluctant hopes, that come like snowdrops white, 
The faint frail harbingers of happier days, 
Filling the heart with tremulous amaze 

That hardly dares to call itself delight, — 
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These are the dearest treasures of the spring; 
These are the flowers the heart perceives more 
fair 
Than all her blossoms born of sunny air, 


Than all her birds of bright and restless wing. 
KATE HILLARD. 


COME FOR ARBUTUS. 


Come for arbutus, my dear, my dear; 
The pink waxen blossoms are waking, I hear ; 
We'll gather an armful of fragrant wild cheer. 
Come for arbutus, my dear, my dear, 

Come for arbutus, my dear. 


Come for arbutus, my dear, my dear, 
Come through the gray meadow, and pass the black 
weir, 
To brown-margined forest, and part the leaves 
sere. | 
Come for arbutus, my dear, my dear, 
Come for arbutus, my dear. 


Come for arbutus, my dear, my dear; 
We'll gather the first virgin bloom of the year, 
The blush of spring kisses with coral lips near. 
Come for arbutus, my dear, my dear, 
Come for arbutus, my dear. 
Mrs. SARA LoussA [VICKERS] OBERHOLTZER. 
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APRIL. 


Capricious month of laughter and of tears, 
Inconstant April! to these woods and plains 
Thrice welcome, swept so long of driving rains, 

And dispossessed of all that charms or cheers. 

Green springs the grass. The willow-margined 

meres, 
No longer lashed by wild March hurricanes, 
Clang night by night with tern and wandering 
cranes ; 
And from the bare ledge slowly disappears 
_ The last thin streak of snow. Serener airs, 
Late wantoning with tropic-fragrant leaves 
Of palm and orange, haste to bring once more 

Forgetfulness of winter’s long despairs ; 

Again the swallow builds beneath the eaves, 


And snowdrops nod beside the cottage door. 
HENRY SYLVESTER CORNWELL. 


TO THE CUCKOO IN SPRING. 


O Sotitary of the spring, | 
Why still, this heavenly morn, 

Must thou of future glories sing 
And blessings to be born? 


O cease, thou tedious prophet, cease! 
Here let the heart delay, 
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And taste a moment’s perfect peace 
Before it pass away! | 


Still louder and with louder glee 
The cuckoo preached he bolder, 

Of something better yet to be 
When Time should be yet older. 


THOMAS BURBIDGE. 


AN APRIL ARIA. 


WHEN the mornings dankly fall 
With a dim forethought of rain, 
And the robins richly call 
To their mates mercurial, 
And the tree boughs creak and strain 
In the wind ; 
When the river’s rough with foam, 
And the new-made clearings smoke, 
And the clouds that go and come 
Shine and darken frolicsome, 
And the frogs at evening croak 
Undefined 
Mysteries of monotone, 
And by melting beds of snow 
Wind-flowers blossom all alone; 
Then I know 
That the bitter winter’s dead. 
Over his head 
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The damp sod breaks so mellow, 

Its mosses tipped with points of yellow, 
I cannot but be glad; 

Yet this sweet mood will borrow 

Something of a sweeter sorrow, 


To touch and turn me sad. 
GEORGE PARSONS LATHROP. 


IN APRIL ON THE SUSSEX DOWNS. 


Licut falls the rain 

On link and laine, 
After the burning day, 

And the bright scene, 

Blue, gold, and green, 
Is blotted out in grey. 


Not so will part 
The glowing heart 
With sunny hours gone by; 
On cliff and hill 
There lingers still 
A light that cannot die. 


Like a gold crown, 
Gorse decks the Down, 
All sapphire lies the sea; 
And incense sweet 
Springs as our feet 
Tread light the thymy lea. 
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Fade vision bright ! 
Fall rain, fall night! 
Forget, grey world, thy green! 
For us, nor thee, 
Can all days be 
As though zs had not been! 
FRANCIS WILLIAM BouRDILLON. 


APRIL. 


As a fair girl whom many lovers woo, 
Accords to all without a conscious choice 
One gracious response which her varying voice 
Clothes for each happy year with meaning new, 
She whom at April’s trysting-tide we sue, 
The Spring makes answer, and our hearts re- 
joice. 
To one her blushing beauty dawns in view 
With the first almond’s bud. I the swallow’s 
poise 
One sees her, or the mole’s up-stirring feet : 
Some find their surety in her mantle flung 
To fringe the elm and overspread the wheat: 
Some wait to hear the cuckoo’s twy-note sung, 
Or doubt, till one rare throat bewails the tongue 


By whose lost sweetness it has grown so sweet. 
HENRY Gay HEWLETT. 
An English Year. 
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IN PRAISE OF SPRING. 


WHEN the wind blows 
In the sweet rose-tree, 
And the cow lows 
On the fragrant lea, 
And the stream flows 
All bright and free, 
*Tis not for thee, ’tis not for me ; 
*Tis not for any ove here, I trow: 
The gentle wind bloweth, 
The happy cow loweth, 
The merry stream floweth, 
For all below! 
O the Spring ! the bountiful Spring / 
She shineth and smileth on every thing 


Where came the sheep? 
To the rich man’s moor. 
Where cometh sleep? 
To the bed that’s poor. 
Peasants must weep, 
And kings endure ; 
That is a fate that none can cure: 
Yet Spring doeth all she can I trow: 
She bringeth bright hours, 
She weareth sweet flowers, 
She dresseth her bowers, 
For all below! 
O the Spring! the bountiful Spring / 
She shineth and smileth on every thing. 
BRYAN WALLER PROCTER. 
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IN SPRINGTIME. 


SWEET, sing a song of the May to me, 
Sweeten the lingering hours! 
Soft comes her whisper each day to me, 
See, through the green and the grey, to me; 
Thrills the faint flame of the flowers. 
For the spell of the winter is ended, 
The rainbow is seen through the showers, 
And the May, by fair spirits attended, 
Shall smile up the skies and be ours. 


Afar away yonder her foot cometh slow to us: 
She steals up the south, with her cheeks all aglow, 


to us! 


The blue waters tremble! the rain singeth low to us! 


Green stir the blossoming bowers ! 
ROBERT WILLIAMS BUCHANAN. 


RAINY DAYS. 


THE Spring Day rose from her sleeping 
In the deep, dim caverns of mist, 
With the waiting world to be keeping 
Her brief and beautiful tryst. 
But her sweet eyes opened weeping, 
As the sunshine their pale lids kissed, 
And thus she arose from her sleeping 
In the caverns of eastern mist. 
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The world had dreamed of the meeting 
From the first of the farthest years, 
But her hand was cold to his greeting 
And her cheeks were bitter with tears ; 
Her voice was the wind, repeating 
The pain of the heart that hears, 
But the world was glad of the meeting 
To the last of the lingering years. 


For forth from her tears came flowers, 
And out of her-grief delight. 

The buds swelled under the showers ; 
The blossoms, with sandals white, 
Climbed up to their greenwood bowers 
From the broken seeds and night. 

But who could foretell the flowers, 


Or see in the grief delight? 
KATHARINE LEE BATES. 


APRIL. 


O Fair mid-spring, besung so oft and oft, 

How can I praise thy loveliness enow? 

Thy sun that burns not, and thy breezes soft 

That o’er the blossoms of the orchard blow, 

The thousand things that ’neath the young leaves 
grow, 

The hopes and chances of the growing year, 

Winter forgotten long, and summer near. 
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When summer brings the lily and the rose, 

She brings us fear; her very death she brings 
Hid in her anxious heart, the forge of woes ; 
And, dull with fear, no more the mavis sings. 
But thou! thou diest not, but thy fresh life clings 
About the fainting autumn’s sweet decay, 

When in the earth the hopeful seed they lay. 


Ah! life of all the year, why yet do I 

Amid thy snowy blossoms’ fragrant drift, 

Still long for that which never draweth nigh, 
Striving my pleasure from my pain to sift, 

Some weight from off my fluttering mirth to lift? 
Now, when far bells are ringing, “‘Come again, 


Come back, past years! why sMoe ye pass in vain?” 
WILLIAM Morris. 
The Earthly Paradise. 


WHEN PHCEBUS LIFTS HIS HEAD. 


WHEN Pheebus lifts his head out of the winter’s 


wave, 


No sooner doth the earth her flowery bosom brave, 
At such time as the year brings on the pleasant 


spring, 


But hunts-up to the morn the feathered sylvans sing: 


And in the lower grove, as on the rising knoll, 
Upon the highest spray of every mountain pole, 


— 
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Those quiristers are perched, with many a speckled 
breast ; 

Then from her burnished gate the goodly glittering 
east 

Gilds every lofty top, which late the humorous night 

Bespangled had with pearl, to please the morning’s 
sight, 

On which the mirthful quires, with their clear open 
throats, 

Unto the joyful morn so strain their warbling notes, 

That hills and valleys ring, and even the echoing air 

Seems all composed of sounds, about them every- 


where. 
MICHAEL DRAYTON. 


Polyolbion. 


THE CLIFFS OF GLENDORE. 


** SHE comes, she comes, the Season’s Queen!” 
The faithful robins pipe, and preen : 
Their ruffled plumes; associate lean 
The lime and larch. 
Lifted in one long, lustrous green 
Triumphal arch. 


«She comes, she comes!” on herald wing, 
Before her thrush and blackbird sing ; 
Then in she sweeps, the sovereign Spring, 
While at her side, 
Love with an arrow on his string, 
Doth laughing ride. 
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THE CLIFFS OF GLENDORE. 


Around them troop a virgin train, 
With mystic dance and magic strain, 
Loose linked in one careering chain, 
Of lovely mirth. : 
‘So Spring,” he sang, “returns to reign 
The willing earth. 


‘So Spring returns, and, with her, Love, 
Whom small sweet larks in heaven above, 
Coy butterfly, coo-cooing dove, 
Fond youth and maid; 
Ay, all glad hearts are telling of, 
But mine,” he said. 


“ Yet how divinelier bird and bee, 
And wind and wave would sing to me, 
How lovelier far by lawn and lea 
Thy spring would prove, 
Wert thou not still estranged from me, 
O longed for Love!” 


So that dear Irish April day, 
Above his blue Atlantic bay, 
Embowered by arbutus and may, 
A poet cried ; 
When “come!” it sang; and “TI obey, 
Sweet brook,” he sighed. 


And strange as lips and eyes, that seem 
Calling, gazing, through a dream, 
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With summons sweet and beckoning beam 
That brook ran ever, 

Swelling to a stately stream, 
A rushing river, 


And “come!” it cried again to him, 
So clear, that o’er the grassy rim 
He gazed into the waters dim ; 
But naught espied, 
Save bull-flags swaying great and grim 
Athwart the tide. 


And “come!” it called him o’er and o’er, 

Love’s voice upon the Atlantic shore ; 

And “come!” it cried to him once more, 
Then laughed, ‘Too late,” 

As mid the cliffs of wild Glendore, 


He found his fate. 
ALFRED PERCEVAL GRAVES. 


THE MYSTERY OF SPRING. 


O FRESH young green that I have longed to see, 
Why not a little while stay just the same? 

Last year, when dark leaves covered yonder tree, 
I wondered much how all the leafage came, 


And thought my eye should catch, another spring, 
The quick and strange gradations of its growth, 
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And take its full delight in everything, 
To grant which Nature is forever loath. 


She shows us pregnant bud of leaf and flower; 
Watch as we may, we miss the when and how; 
But eyes averted, even for an hour, 
Turn back to blossomed beauty on the bough. 


My joys, like April’s bud and leaf ye blow, 
Almost too suddenly answering desire ; 
Like theirs, I wait your coming, yet come slow, 
Born — blossomed ere I know it — ye expire. 
CHARLOTTE FISKE BATES. 


WE BROUGHT THE SUMMER WITH US. 


WE left the sun-bathed south behind 
Mid giant-leaved bananas, 
Mid cypress trees with vines entwined, 
And cotton-sown savannas ; 
The roses bloomed, the orange shone, 
The fields of rice were flooded ; 
But here the winter scarce seemed gone, 
The maples only budded ; 
Yet though the skies wore darker stoles, 
And though the woods grew dumber, 
We bore the season in our souls, 
And with us brought the summer! 
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A winter sad, ah, friends so dear, 
You spent in lonesome sorrow; 
While every moaning wind waked fear 
And bodings for the morrow. - 
But home we came, and leaves grew green; 
The good house shakes with laughter, 
Since olden times there has not been 
Such joy beneath its rafter. 
For though the skies wore darker stoles, 
And though the woods grew dumber, 
We bore the season in our souls, 
And with us brought the summer! 
JOSEPH O’CONNOR. 


‘ SPRING SONG. 


THE swift is wheeling and gleaming, 
The brook is brown in its bed, 
Rain from the cloud is streaming, 
And the bow bends overhead. 
The charm of the winter is broken! the last of the 
spell is said! 


The eel in the pond is quickening, 
The grayling leaps in the stream; 
What if the clouds are thickening ? 
See how the meadows gleam! 
The spell of the winter is shaken! the world awakes 
from a dream! 
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The fir puts out green fingers, 
The pear-tree softly blows, 
The rose in her dark bower lingers, 
But her curtains will soon unclose ; 
The lilac will shake her ringlets over the blush of 
the rose. 


The swift is wheeling and gleaming, 
The woods are beginning to ring, 
Rain from the cloud is streaming ; 
There, where the bow doth cling, 
Summer is smiling afar off, over the shoulder of © 
Spring ! 


ROBERT WILLIAMS BUCHANAN. 


WHEN THE ARBUTUS BLOOMS. 
(RONDEL.) 


WHEN the arbutus blooms in the woodlands brown 
and bare, 
And the golden daffodils’ lifted spears are seen, 
When the withered grass on the southern slopes 
grows green, | 
We know that April comes, and her face is fair. 


There’s a twitter of mating birds in the sparkling 
alr, 
There’s a babble of brooks from dawn till the 
dusk of e’en, 
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When the arbutus blooms in the woodlands brown 
and bare, 
And the golden daffodils’ lifted spears are seen. 


The sprites that fled when the wintry winds blew 
keen 
Now nimbly dance in the bowers of the maiden- 
hair ; 
Pan flutes again from his rushy river Jair, 
And Love upsprings in the heart and reigns as queen, 
When the arbutus blooms in the woodlands brown 
and bare, 


And the golden daffodils’ lifted spears are seen. 
CLINTON SCOLLARD, 


APRIL. 


I LisTEN for the voice of song, 
And hear a murmur in the trees 
Of April in a fitful breeze, 
Who says the growing wings are strong. 


Rise! Burn thy winter robe to-day! 
Thus did the poet Omar sing : 
The Bird of Time is on the wing, 

He flutters but a little way. 


Behold the dawning of a voice! 
Hold hard the sorrow of thy heart, 


56 THE WINTER IS PAST. 


For music keener makes the smart; 
The singer waits not on our choice. 


In the new dawn I hear his note ; 
He lingers while the roses blow, 
Then goes — oh, where ?— I do not know 


On what bright waves my darlings float. 
Mrs. ANNIE [ADAMS] FIELDs. 


THE WINTER 1S Pao 


Sort on this April morning, 
Breathe, from the south, delicate odors, 
Vaguely defined, giving the breezes 

Spring-like, delicious zest ; 


Breezes from southern forests, 
Bringing us glad tidings of summer’s 
Promised return; waking from slumber 

Each of the earliest plants. 


Lo! in the night the elm-tree 
Opened its buds; catkins of hazel 
Tasseled the hedge; maple and alder 

Welcomed with bloom the spring. 


Faintly the warbling bluebird 
Utters his note; song-sparrows boldly 
Fling to the wind joyous assurance, 

«Summer is coming north!” 
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None can express the longing, 
Mingled with joy, mingled with sadness, 
Swelling my heart ever, when April 

Brings us the bud and the flower. 


Tender and sweet remembrance, 
Filling my soul, gives me assurance, 
“ Death is but frost; lo! the eternal 


Springtime of heaven shall come.” 
THOMAS HILL, 


THE APRIL SNOW. 


Ir will not stay! the robe so pearly white, 
Which fell in folds in Nature’s bosom bare, 
And sparkled in the winter moonbeams’ light, 
A vesture such as sainted spirits wear. 
It will not stay. Look, from the open plain, 
It melts beneath the glance of April’s sun; 
Nor can the rock’s cool shade the snow detain, 
It feeds the brooks, which down the hillside run. 
Why should it linger? Many-tinted flowers 
And the green grass its place will quickly fill, 
And, with new life from sun and kindly showers, 
With beauty deck the meadow and the hill, 
Till we regret to see the earth resume 


This snowy mantle for her robe of bloom. 
JONES VERY. 
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APRIL. 


Weary at heart with winter, yesterday, 
I sought the fields for something green to see, 
Some budded turf or moss-bank, quietly 
Uncovered in the sweet familiar way. 
Crossing a pasture-slope that southward lay, 
I suddenly surprised beneath a tree 
A girlish creature, who at sight of me 
Sprang up, all wild with daintiest dismay. 
“Stay, pretty one!” I cried. “Who art thou, 
pray?” 
Mid tears and freaks of pettish misery 
And sighings, “‘I am April,” answered she ; 
“T rear the field-flowers for my sister May.” 
Then, with an arch laugh sidewise, clear and 
strong, 


Turned blithely up the valley with a song. 
OBADIAH CORNELIUS AURINGER. 


WHEN THE HOUNDS OF SPRING. 


WueEn the hounds of spring are on winter’s traces, 
The mother of months in meadow or plain 

Fills the shadows and windy places 
With lisp of leaves and ripple of rain; 

And the brown bright nightingale amorous 

Is half assuaged for Itylus, 


ey 
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For the Thracian ships and the foreign faces ; 
The tongueless vigil, and all the pain. 


Come with bows bent and with emptying of quivers, 
Maiden most perfect, lady of light, 

With a noise of winds and many rivers, 
With a clamor of waters, and with might ; 

Bind on thy sandals, O thou most fleet, 

Over the splendor and speed of thy feet! 

For the faint east quickens, the wan west shivers, 
Round the feet of the day and the feet of the 

night. 


Where shall we find her, how shall we sing to 
her, 
Fold our hands round her knees and cling? 
Oh, that man’s heart were as fire and could spring 
to her, 
Fire, or the strength of the streams that spring ! 
For the stars and the winds are unto her 
As raiment, as songs of the harp-player ; 
For the risen stars and the fallen cling to her, 
And the southwest wind and the west wind 
sing. 


For winter’s rains and ruins are over, 

And all the season of snows and sins; 
The days dividing lover and lover, 

The light that loses, the night that wins ; 
And time remembered is grief forgotten, 


And frosts are slain and flowers begotten, 
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And in green underwood and cover 
Blossom by blossom the spring begins. 


The full streams feed on flower of rushes, 
Ripe grasses trammel a travelling foot, 

The faint fresh flame of the young year flushes 
From leaf to flower and flower to fruit; 

And fruit and leaf are as gold and fire, 

And the oat is heard above the lyre, 

And the hooféd heel of a satyr crushes 
The chestnut-husk at the chestnut-root. 


And Pan by noon and Bacchus by night, 
Fleeter of foot than the fleet-foot kid, 
Follows with dancing and fills with delight 

The Maenad and the Bassarid ; 
And soft as lips that laugh and hide, 
The laughing leaves of the trees divide, 
And screen from seeing and leave in sight 
The god pursuing, the maiden hid. 


The ivy falls with the Bacchanal’s hair 
Over her eyebrows shading her eyes ; 
The wild vine slipping down leaves bare 
Her bright breast shortening into sighs ; 
The wild vine slips with the weight of its leaves, 
But the berried ivy catches and cleaves 
To the limbs that glitter, the feet that scare 


The wolf that follows, the fawn that flies. 
ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. 
Atalanta in Calydon. 
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APRIL RAIN. 


Down from thy home of cloud and mist 

O fall lovingly, April rain ! 
Wash the grey from the amethyst, 

Melt the hearts of these lingering drifts, 
Plead till thy patient lips have kissed 

The earth to its spring-life: the while thy gifts 
(Joy, hope, freshness,) thou lavishest 

Wide over hill and plain! 


Call to the robin, whose ruddy breast 

Throbs with the joy of his first sweet strain ; 
Bid him put on his brightest vest, 

Bid him come up in the elms and sing, 
Sing his sweetest, and flutter his best, 

Till our full hearts ache with the joy of spring, 
Ache with a blissful pain oppressed, 

Beautiful April rain! 


Over the graves of the loved asleep 
O fall tenderly, April rain! 
Not with a loud and passionate sweep, 
But quietly, like the fall of tears 
From the loving eyes of those who weep 
The beauty and bliss which coming years, 
Whatever measures of joy they heap, 
Can never restore again ! 


Call to the timid flowers which stay 
In the prisoning earth, where the drifts have lain; 
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With thy pattering fingers brush away 

The leaves which wrap them like burial shrouds ; 
Lure them out to the loving day, 

Bid them come up in blushing crowds 
To broider the dripping skirts of May, 

Beautiful April rain! 


Over the hopes which moulder low 

O fall tenderly, April rain ! 
Buried away from us, long ago, 

Under the wearisome world’s dead leaves, 
Lifeless and voiceless, — who may know 

But haply thy vital voice, that gives 
Life and leaf to the roots below, 

May bid them arise again? 

Mrs. ELIZABETH ANN [CHASE] [AKERS] ALLEN. 


PEACH BLOSSOM. 


NIGHTLY the hoar-frost freezes 
The young grass of the field, 

Nor yet have blander breezes 
The buds of the oak unsealed: 

Not yet pours out the pine 

His airy resinous wine ; 

But over the southern slope, 

In the heat and hurry of hope, 

The wands of the peach tree first 

Into roseate beauty burst : 

A breath, and the sweet buds ope! 
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A day, and the orchards bare, 

Like maids in haste to be fair, 
Lightly themselves adorn 

With a scarf the spring at the door 
Has sportively flung before, 

Or a stranded cloud of the morn! 


What spirit of Persia cometh 

And saith to the buds, “ Unclose!” 
Ere ever the first bee hummeth, 

Or woodland wildflower blows? 
What prescient soul in the sod 
Garlands each barren rod 
With fringes of bloom that speak 
Of the baby’s tender breast, 

And the boy’s pure lip unpressed, 
And the pink of the maiden’s cheek ? 
The swift, keen Orient so 

Prophecies as of old, 

While the apple’s blood is cold, 
Remembering the snow. 


Afar, through the mellow hazes 
Where the dreams of June are stayed, 

The hills, in their vanishing mazes, 
Carry the flush, and fade ! 

Southward they fall, and reach 

To the bay and the ocean beach, 

Where the soft, half-Syrian air 

Blows from the Chesapeake’s 

Inlets and coves and creeks 

On the fields of Delaware! 
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APRIL. 


And the rosy lakes of flowers, 
That here alone are ours, 
Spread into seas that pour 
Billow and spray of pink 
Even to the blue wave’s brink, 
All down the Eastern shore. 


Pain, doubt, and death are over! 
Who thinks, to-day, of toil? 

The fields are certain of clover, 
The gardens of wine and oil. 

What though the sap of the North 

Drowsily peereth forth 

In the orchards, and still delays ? 

The peach and the poet know 

Under the chill the glow, 

And the token of golden days! 


e e e 


BAYARD TAYLOR. 


APRIL. 


STITCHWORT’S out in frock of white, 
Celandine the chrysolite ; 

On the bank the primrose springs, 
And with larks the welkin rings! 
April’s in the sunny lane: 

Bless her! she is come again, 
Hanging, on the spiky thorn, 
Lamps to light the early morn. 
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Life and Love are on the hills; 
Cowslips wear their spotted frills ; 
Meadow-maids their mottled studs; 
Daisies nod to yarrow buds ; 
Campions with crimson flush ; 
Violets begin to blush ; 

Speedwell opens too her eye; 

And the kingcup woos the sky. 


Here in dainty azure see, 

As in merry mockery 

Of the soft cerulean dome, 
Blue-eyed hyacinth at home ; 

Mark the herbage of the dells 
Purpled with his fairy bells, 

Bells which peal sweet notes of joy, 
Heard by every truant boy. 


Listen to the chattering pie, 

And the babbling jay’s reply! 
While the thrush repeats his song, 
And the blackbird tunes his tongue. 
Hear the chiff-chaff, finch, and wren, 
Gossiping in yonder glen, 

Heedless of the cuckoo’s lay, 
“Woods all green, O come away.” 


Now all lovely things combine 

To create a sense divine: 

Young grass sweetens much the sight; 
Music gives the ear delight ; 


SPRINGS SUMMONS. 


Flowers make sweeter, too, the touch ; 

And of taste, —say who o’ermuch 

Beauty’s honeyed lips can praise ? 

All those sweets bring sweet spring days. 
EDWARD CaAPERN. 


SPRING S SUMMONS. 


Hark! the Spring again 
From their bowers hidden 

All her tender train 
Blithesomely has bidden. 


“Wake, O wake! for now at last 
Cruel Winter’s reign is past.” 


So her little babes, the buds, 
Rosy-red, with innocent sleep 

From their cradles in the woods, 
Pretty wonderers, upward peep 

Through the unfathomed firmament. 

Now with earthward gaze intent 

Eager mark how far below 

Golden flowers and flowers of snow 

Gladden all the garden row, 

Or like stars on quiet seas 

Daisies light the verdant leas ; 

Whilst the faithful robins sing, 

“Cruel Winter turns to Spring.” 


e . . e 


ALFRED PERCEVAL GRAVES. 


‘ 
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SPRING SADNESS. 


O SPRING, and art thou here again, as one 
Who, bearing erst the tidings of high things, 
And echoes of that song that no man sings, 

Com’st now, with all thy promises foredone ? 

Thy clear, fresh wind, thy clouds surprised by sun, 
Swallows that wheel and dart in mazy rings, 
Thy charitable wallflower scent that clings, 

And noise of streamlets caroling as they run, — 

Are not these sweet as in the far-off days, 

When the heart answered some mysterious call, 


And eyes discerned the sweet, indefinite face, 


Of future things to be memorial? 
Ay, sweet; and yet, alas for one who says, 


“Ghosts of the vanished Springs! and is this all?” 
PHILIP BOURKE MARSTON. 


TWIT TWIT, TWIT TWIT. 


Twit twit, twit twit! The martins come again 
With wings aweary, flying o’er the main 

From Senegal or dry Morocco’s shore. 
Snow-breasted exiles! seek your homes once more, 
Each last year’s nest still shows an open door. 


Twit twit, twit twit! The martins come again, 

Underneath my eaves, above my window pane ; 

They bring me all the spring in their low strain, 
Twit twit, twit twit! 
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Blithe birds of mystery, God-taught, give o’er 
Your tireless flight, and teach me half your lore. 
Now, black against the sapphire sky they soar, 
Now, flash with white athwart the April rain, 
Returning ever with the low refrain, 
Twit twit, twit twit ! 
WILLIAM WILSEY MARTIN. 


APRIL. 


Ou, strangely fall the April days! 
The brown buds redden in their light, 
And spiders spin by day and night; 
The willow lifts a yellow haze 
Of springing leaves to meet the sun, 
While down their white-stone courses run 
The swift, glad brooks, and sunshine weaves 
A cloth of green for cowslip leaves 
Through all the fields of April days. 


Oh, sweetly fall the April days! 
My love was made of frost and light, 
Of light to warm and frost to blight 
The sweet strange April of her ways. 
Eyes like a dream of changing skies, 
And every frown and blush I prize. 
With cloud and flush the spring comes in, 
With frown and blush maids’ loves begin, 
For love is like rare April days. 
L, FRANK TOOKER. 
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AN APRIL DAY. 


THE lark sung loud ; the music at his heart 

Had called him early; upward straight he went, 
And bore in nature’s quire the merriest part, 

As to the lake’s broad shore my steps I bent; 
The waterflies with glancing motion drove 

Their dimpling eddies in among the blooms 
Shed by the flowering poplars from above ; 

While, overhead, the rooks, on sable plumes, 
Floated and dipt about the gleaming haze 

Of April, crost anon by April glooms, 
As is the fashion of her changeful days; 

When, what the rain-cloud blots, the sun relumes 
O’ the instant, and the shifting landscape shows 
Each change, and, like a tide, the distance comes 


and goes! 
CHARLES TENNYSON-TURNER. 


RAINY APRIL. 


THE wind still blows from the northeastern quarter, 
Full charged with chills, and coughs, and sniffling 
sneezes ! . 
Let poets sing of April’s balmy breezes, 
*Tis my belief that Spring’s a wayward daughter, 
Whose parentage is found in clouds and water ; 
Or she is Nature’s washerwoman, splashing 
The earth’s old clothing, — suds around her dash- 


ing. 
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At all events, I wish her reign were shorter. 
The weathercock awhile turns to the north, 
The long-imprisoned sun comes weeping forth, 
His eyelids fringed with diamond drops, when, lo! 
The wind returns to its accustomed place, 
And blows the clouds directly in his face, 


And turns their watering-pot on man below. 
THOMAS MacKELLar. 


IN A LONDON SQUARE. 


Put forth thy leaf, thou lofty plane, 
East wind and frost are safely gone; 
With zephyr mild and balmy rain 
The summer comes serenely on; 
Earth, air, and sun and skies combine 
To promise all that’s kind and fair: 
But thou, O human heart of mine, 
Be still, contain thyself, and bear. 


December days were brief and chill, 

The winds of March were wild and drear, 
And, nearing and receding still, 

Spring never would, we thought, be here. 
The leaves that burst, the suns that shine, 

Had, not the less, their certain date: 
And thou, O human heart of mine, 

Be still, refrain thyself, and wait. 

ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH. 


a—- 7: 
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O to be in England 
Now that April’s there, 
And whoever wakes in England 
Sees, some morning, unaware, 

_ That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf 
Round the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf, 
While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough 
In England, — now! 
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OTTO BE IN ENGLAND. 


ROBERT BROWNING. 


APRIL. 


Grey breaking skies, and widening rifts of blue, 
Cloud-chasing winds, brief sunlight, and a blush 
Of newborn beauty, where the lingering dew, 
Night-scattered, pearls the sward. Rose glories 
flush 
The heavens at dawn and eventide, and tell 
Of warring breezes. To the listening ear 
Is wafted back o’er forest, mead, and fell, 
The rushing beat of winged winds that bear 
The conquering March to northern shores away. 
And hark! the cuckoo’s note is in the wood; 
*Tis April now, and Nature, day by day, 
_ Grows fairer ’neath that Hand which maketh all 
things good. 


HORACE GEORGE GROSER. 
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TO THE CUCKOO. 


APRIL! APRIL! ARE YOO GLRE. 


Aprit! April! are you here? 

Oh, how fresh the wind is blowing! 
See! the sky is bright and clear, 

Oh, how green the grass is growing! 
April! April! are you here? 


April! April! is it you? 

See how fair the flowers are springing ! 
Sun is warm and brooks are clear, 

Oh, how glad the birds are singing! 
April! April! is it you? 


April! April! you are here! 
Though your smiling turn to weeping, 
Though your skies grow cold and drear, 
Though your gentle winds are sleeping, 
April! April! you are here! 


DorA READ GOODALE. 


TO THE CUCKOO. 


O BLITHE new-comer! I have heard, 
I hear thee and rejoice : 

O Cuckoo! shall I call thee bird, 
Or but a wandering voice? 


While I am lying on the grass, 
Thy loud note smites my ear! 
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From hill to hill it seems to pass, 
At once far off and near! 


I hear thee babbling to the vale 
Of sunshine and of flowers ; 
And unto me thou bring’st a tale 

Of visionary hours. 


Thrice welcome, darling of the spring! 
Even yet thou art to me 

No bird, but an invisible thing, 
A voice, a mystery. 


The same whom in my schoolboy days 
I listened to; that cry 

Which made me look a thousand ways 
In bush, and tree, and sky. 


To seek thee did I often rove 
Through woods and on the green; 

And thou wert still a hope, a love ; 
Still longed for, never seen ! 


And I can listen to thee yet! 
Can lie upon the plain 

And listen, till I do beget’ 
That golden time again. 


O blessed bird! the earth we pace 
Again appears to be 
An unsubstantial, fairy place, 


That is fit home for thee! 
WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 
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IO DAFFODILS. 


Farr Daffodils, we weep to see 
You haste away so soon; 
As yet the early rising sun 
Has not attained his noon. 
Stay, stay, 
Until the hasting day 
Has run 
But to the even song ; 
And, having prayed together, we 
Will go with you along. 


We have short time to stay as you, 
We have as short a spring; 
As quick a growth to meet decay, 
As you, or any thing. 
We die 
As your hours do, and dry 
Away, 
Like to the summer's rain; 
Or as the pearls of morning’s dew, 


Ne’er to be found again. 
ROBERT HERRICK. 


THE YEARLY MIRACLE OF SPRING. 


THE yearly miracle of spring, 

Of budding tree and blooming flower, 
Which Nature’s feathered laureates sing 
In my cold ear, from hour to hour, 
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Spreads all its wonders round my feet; 
And every wakeful sense is fed 

On thoughts that, o’er and o’er repeat, 
“ The Resurrection of the Dead!” 


If these half vital things have force 

To break the spell which winter weaves, 
To wake, and clothe the wrinkled corse 

In the full life of shining leaves ; 


Shall I sit down in vague despair, 
And marvel if the nobler soul, 
We laid in earth, shall ever dare 
To wake to life, and backward roll 


The sealing stone, and, striding out, 
Claim its eternity, and head 
Creation once again, and shout, 
“ The Resurrection of the Dead?” 


GEORGE HENRY BOKER, 
The Book of the Dead. 


a 
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Now fades the last long streak of snow, 
Now bourgeons every maze of quick 
About the flowering squares, and thick 

By ashen roots the violets blow. 


Now rings the woodland loud and long, 
The distance takes a lovelier hue, 
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THE VIOLETS MEET. 


And drowned in yonder living blue 
The lark becomes a sightless song. 


Now dance the lights on lawn and lea, 
The flocks are whiter down the vale 
And milkier every milky sail 

On winding stream or distant sea; 


> 


Where now the seamew pipes, or dives 
In yonder gleaming green, and fly 
The happy birds, that change their sky 
To build and brood; that live their lives 


From land to land; and in my breast 
Spring wakens too; and my regret 
Becomes an April violet, 

And buds and blossoms like the rest. 


ALFRED TENNYSON. 
in Memoriam. 


THE VIOLETS Gia 


THE violets meet, and disport themselves, 
Under the trees, by tens and twelves. 
The timorous cowslips, one by one, 


Trembling, chilly, a-tiptoe stand 


On little hillocks and knolls alone; 


Watchful pickets that wave a hand 


For signal sure that the snow is gone, 


Then around them call their comrades all 
In a multitudinous, mirthful band; 
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Till the field is so filled with grass and flowers 
That wherever, with flashing footsteps, fall 
The sweet, fleet, silvery April showers, 
They never can touch the earth, which is 
Covered all over with crocuses, 
And the clustering gleam of the buttercup, 
And the blithe grass-blades that stand straight up 
And make themselves small, to leave room for all 
The nameless blossoms that nestle between 
Their sheltering stems in the herbage green ; 
Sharp little soldiers, trusty and true, 
Side by side in good order due, 
Arms straight down, and heads forward set, 
And saucily pointed bayonet. 
Up the hillocks, and down again, 
The green grass marches into the plain, 
If only a light wind over the land 
Whisper the welcome word of command. 


EDWARD ROBERT LYTTON BULWER-LYTTON., 


The Thistle. 


A BALLADE OF APRIL DAYS. 


Our of the boisterous winds that roar 

In mighty cadence their fierce wild cry; 
Out of the wild-flying clouds that pour 

A ceaseless rain from a gloomy sky ; 

Out of the seasons that sob and sigh, 
Through the thickets wet, and a leafy space, 

With eyes all tender, and blushes shy, 
April smiles with a tear-wet face. 
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Telling their sweet soft tender lore 

The birds are singing; and, like a sigh, 
Whispering, murmuring, o’er and o’er, 

The little brooks through the moss slip by ; 

Showers of buds on the new grass lie ; 
Odorous winds fill the leafy place ; 

And, hid in leaves that but half-deny, 
April smiles with a tear-wet face. 


Little have men that is worth of store, 
But dreams forgotten and hopes fled by, 
And loves that have vanished for evermore, 
Yet their hearts still leap, if they chance to spy 
When, through the woods, as a maid might fly, 
With a whirl of garments, and amorous grace, 
And panting breasts, and a sobbing sigh, 
April smiles with a tear-wet face. 


| ENVOY. 


Prince! Take heed that the mad years fly, 
For dead, — there shall be of you left no trace. 
Careless alike if you live or die, 
April smiles with a tear-wet face. 
ALANSON BIGELOW HOUGHTON. 


LIN Coad Ee da 


APRIL is here! 
Listen, a bluebird is caroling near. 
Low and sweet is the song he sings, 
As he sits in the sunshine with folded wings, 
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And looks from the earth that is growing green 
To the warm blue skies that downward lean, 
As a mother does, to kiss the child 

That has looked up into her face and smiled. 
Earth has been sleeping, and now she wakes, 
And the kind sky-mother bends and takes 

The laughing thing in her warm embrace 

And scatters her kisses over its face, 

And every kiss will grow into a flower 

To brighten with beauty a coming hour. 


April is here! 
Blithest season of all the year. 
The little brook laughs as it leaps away; 
The lambs are out on the hills at play ; 
The warm south wind sings, the whole day long, 
The merriest kind of a wordless song. 
Gladness is born of the April weather, 
And the heart is as light as a wind-tossed feather. 
Who could be sad on a day like this? 
The care that vexed us no longer is. 
If we sit down at the great tree’s feet 
We feel the pulses of Nature beat. 
There’s an upward impulse in every thing. 
Look up and be glad, is the law of Spring, 
And as flowers grow under last year’s leaves 
New hopes arise in the heart that grieves 
Over the grave of a gladness dead, 
And the soul that sorrowed is comforted. 


April is here! 
I know there’s a blossom somewhere near, 


SO AT CLIFTON. 


For the south wind tosses into my room 

A hint of summer, —a vague perfume 

It has pilfered somewhere, (I cannot tell 
Whether from pansy or pimpernel,) 

But it sets me dreaming of birds and bees 
And the odorous snowstorms of apple trees ; 
Of roses sweet by the garden wall, 

And milk-white lilies, stately and tall ; 

Of clover red in the morning sun, 

And withered and dead when the day is done; 
Of the song that the stalwart mower sings, 
Of gladness, and beauty, and all sweet things 


That summer brings. 
EBEN EUGENE REXFORD. 


Ad “CLIFTON, 


THE voice of the spring 
Is heard in the land: 
The feathery wing 
Of April hath fanned 
Those tree-tops that soar 
From the deep river-shore 
To the cliff where I stand. 


The soft-cushioned feet 
Of the spring-god are set 
Where yew-branches meet ; 
And the mosses are wet, 
Under chestnut and thorn, 
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With blossoms newborn 
Of dim violet. 


Like stars in the grass 
The wind-flowers lie, 
And little clouds pass 
Far above in the sky: 
Lent lilies beneath 
Have broken their sheath, 
To laugh and to die. 


O love, unto whom 

Should I turn but to thee, 
Mid the music and bloom 

Of the spring symphony ? 
Let us laugh, let us sing: 
Love, laughter, and spring 

Are deathless as we! 

JoHN ADDINGTON SYMONDs. 


A SPRING EVENING. 


Across the glory of the evening skies 
A veil is drawn of shadowed mists that rise 
From lavishness of God’s late gift, the rain. 


So, after farewell said, fond memories 
Of words and looks the sweetest come again 


Across the glowing heart, a veil of pain. 
FRANCIS WILLIAM BOURDILLON. 
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APRIL. 


No days such honored days as these! While yet 
Fair Aphrodite reigned, men seeking wide 
For some fair thing which should forever bide 
On earth, her beauteous memory to set 
In fitting frame that no age could forget, 
Her name in lovely April’s name did hide, 
And leave it there, eternally allied 
To all the fairest flowers spring doth beget. 
And when fair Aphrodite passed from earth, 
Her shrines forgotten and her feasts of mirth, 
A holier symbol still, in seal and sign, , 
Sweet April took, of kingdom more divine, 
When Christ ascended, in the time of birth 
Of spring anemones, in Palestine. 
Mrs. HELEN MARIA [FIsKE] [Hunt] Jackson. 


IN HOLY WEEK AT GENOA. 


I WANDERED in Scoglietto’s green retreat, 

The oranges on each o’erhanging spray 

Burned as bright lamps of gold to shame the day ; 
Some startled bird with fluttering wings and fleet 
Made snow of all the blossoms; at my feet 

Like silver moons the pale narcissi lay ; 

And the curved waves that streaked the sapphire 

bay 

Laughed in the sun, and life seemed very sweet. 
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Outside the young boy-priest passed singing clear, 
“ Jesus the Son of Mary has been slain, 
O come and fill his sepulchre with flowers.” 

Ah, God! Ah, God! those dear Hellenic hours 
Had drowned all memory of Thy bitter pain, 


The Cross, the Crown, the Soldiers, and the Spear. 
OscAR WILDE, 


EASTER LILIES. 


THOovuGH long in wintry sleep ye lay, 

The powers of darkness could not stay 

Your coming at the call of day, 
Proclaiming spring. 


Nay; like the faithful virgins wise, 

With lamps replenished ye arise 

Ere dawn the death-anointed eyes 
Of Christ, the king. 


JoHN BANISTER TABB. 


MID SPRING. 


SOUTHWARD they set their faces. ‘The birds made 
Melody on branch, and melody in mid-air. 

The damp hill-slopes were quickened into green, 
And the live green had kindled into flowers, 


For it was past the time of Easter Day. 
ALFRED TENNYSON. 
Gareth and Lynette. 
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APRIL. 


AN APRIL MADRIGAL. 


In those charmed ages, dark and rich 
With mystery, when, sailing first, 
The mariner on unknown seas 
And summer shores bewildered burst, 
He planted there some royal sign, 
And claimed the place by right divine: 


So I, who come when April skies 
Lighten the land and get me glee, 
And flushed with sleep the fair earth turns 
Her rosy side to welcome me, ‘ 
Claim the glad month my fief and fere, 
And take possession of the year. 


I take possession of the year; 
Yet as a viceroy I hold, 
The bloom from off the sea I strip, 
The freshness from the budding mould, 
All fragrances, all balms that be, 
My Sovereign, I hoard for thee! 


Mrs. HARRIET ELIZABETH [PRESCOTT] SPOFFORD. 


APRIL. 


THE strange sweet days are here again, 
The happy-mournful days ; 

The songs which tremble on our lips 
Are half complaint, half praise. 
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A sadness in the softened air, 
And in the tenderer sky; 

A touch of heartache everywhere : 
We weep, yet know not why. 


‘The wind is full of memories; 
It whispers low and clear 
The sacred echoes of the past, 
And brings the dead more near. 


The breath of budded hyacinths 
Is heavy on the breeze ; 

The peach-tree twigs are strung with pink, 
And murmurous with bees. 


Swing, robin, on the budded sprays, 
And sing your blithest tune ; 
Help us across these homesick days 


Into the joy of June! 
Mrs. ELIZABETH ANN [CHASE] [AKERS] ALLEN. 


THE BUD ON THE BOUGH. 


Tue bud on the bough, 
The song of the bird, 
The blue river-reaches 
By soft breezes stirred ; 
Oh, soul, and hast thou found again thy treasure ? 
Oh, world, and art thou once more filled with pleas- 
ure? 
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Oh, world, hast thou passed 
Thy sad winter again? 
Oh, soul, hast thou cast 
Thy dull vesture of pain? 
Oh, winter, sad wert thou and full of sorrow 
Oh, soul, oh, world, the summer comes to-morrow! 


Oh, soul! ’tis love quickens 
Time’s languorous feet ; 
Oh, world! ’tis Spring wakens 
Thy fair blossoms sweet ; 
Fair world, fair soul, that lie so close together, 


Each with sad wintry days and fair spring weather! 
Lewis Morris. 
Gwen. 


APRIL. 


Nay, laughing April, stay, 
And while I clasp thee, say: 


Art thou a child whose wanton will 
Holds no deep wells of true desire? 

Art thou a maid, ay, sweet and chill, 
Whose argent moon beams frozen fire ? 


She smiles, and weeps, and smiles again, 
Yet knows not why she smiles or weeps, 
Unless o’er changeful hearts of men 
By charm of change her hold she keeps. 
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O changeful heart that cannot rest 
Because it seeks for something higher, 

Scaling the heights to stand confessed, 
This is not yet what I desire. 


For still beyond or feet or eyes 
In awful sheen there soars a crest. 

On that dread height contentment lies, 
Come life, come death, I there will rest! 


And so we pass within the cloud 

That hides the topmost mountain range, 
And hidden in its frozen shroud, 

“We shall not die, but we shall change.” 


So tearful April flies, 


Drawn up to summer skies. 
Mrs. JANE [GOODWIN] AUSTIN. 


SUNLIGHT. 


BuITHE birds, sing to the spring ; 

The spring has waked on this young April day ; 
With all your tiny voice give welcoming, 

The spring has waked, we waken and are gay. 


So long the winter lowered, 

So weary long upon the mourning earth ; 

So tremblingly the shivering March-blooms flowered 
And waned, touched with the frost-death from their 


birth. 
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So long the skies were low 

And always darkening downwards to cold grey ; 
So long forgotten was the sunlight glow ; 

So far, far in the past the last bright day. 


And now the spring has come ; 

Sing, sing, wild twittering birds, sing from the trees, 
You who, as I, can only feel a home 

In the great earth when glad with days like these. 


We waken, you and I, from winter chills, 
With the new sunny days, with the young flowers ; 
Sing with me, sing your clearest happiest trills, 
The riches of the springtime all are ours. 
Mrs. AuGuUSTA [DAVIES] WEBSTER. 


THE SPRINGTIME, O THE SPRINGTIME. 


THE Springtime, O the Springtime! 
Who does not know it well? 
When the little birds begin to build, 
And the buds begin to swell. 
When the sun with the clouds plays hide-and-seek, 
And the lambs are bucking and bleating, 
* And the color mounts to the maiden’s cheek 
And the cuckoo scatters greeting ; 
In the Springtime, joyous Springtime ! 
ALFRED AUSTIN. 
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AN APRIL PASTORAL. 


Whither away, fair neat-herdess ? 
Shepherd, I go to tend my kine. 

Stay thou, and watch this flock of mine. 

With thee? Nay, that were idleness. 

Thy kine will pasture none the less. 

Not so: they wait me and my sign. 
I’ll pipe to thee beneath the pine. 

Thy pipe will soothe not their distress. 
Dost thou not hear beside the spring 
How the gay birds are caroling? 

I hear them. But it may not be. 

Farewell then, Sweetheart! Farewell now. 
Shepherd, farewell, — Where goest thou? 


I go, — to tend thy kine for thee! 
HENRY AUSTIN DOBSON. 


APRIL. 


O rainy days! O days of sun! 


What are ye all when the day is done? 
Who shall remember sun or rain? 


O years of loss! O joyful years! 
What are ye all when heaven appears? 
Who shall look back for joy or pain? 


WILLIAM PRESCOTT FOSTER. 
In The Century Magazine. 


gO APRIL IN THE ISLE OF WIGHT. 


AN APRIL SHOWER. 


Tue primrose head is bowed with tears, 
The wood is rippling through with rain, 
Though now the heaven once more appears, 

And beams the bounteous sun again. 
From every blade and blossom cup 
The earth sends thankful incense up. 


O happy hearts of flower and field, 
That, soon as grief be overpast, 
Your fragrant thankfulness can yield 
For troubled skies and vainful blast! 
I would that I so soon could see 
The blessings of adversity ! 
FRANCIS WILLIAM BOURDILLON. 


APRIL IN THE ISLE OF WIGHT. 


WE sunned ourselves in open light, 
And felt such April airs as fan 
The Isle of Wight; 


And smelt the wallflower in the crag 
Whereon that dainty waft had fled, 
Which made the bell-hung cowslip wag 

Her delicate head, 
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And let alighting jackdaws fleet 
Adown it open-winged, and pass 

Till they could touch with outstretched feet 
The warmed grass. 


The happy wave ran up and rang 
Like service bells a long way off, 

And down a little freshet sprang 
From mossy trough, 


And splashed into a rain of spray, 
And fretted on with daylight’s loss, 

Because so many bluebells lay 
Leaning across. 


Blue martins gossiped in the sun, 

And pairs of chattering daws flew by, 
And sailing brigs rocked softly on 

In company. 


Wild cherry-boughs above us spread, 
The whitest shade was ever seen, 
And flicker, flicker, came and fled 
Sun spots between. 


Bees murmured in the milk-white bloom, 
As babes will sigh for deep content 

When their sweet hearts for peace make room, 
As given, not lent. | 


JEAN INGELOW. 
The Letter L. 
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THE DAFFODILS. 


LHE DAFFODILS, 


I WANDERED lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o’er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 

A host of golden daffodils, 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze, 


Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the Milky Way, 
They stretched in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay; 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 


The waves beside them danced, but they 
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee: 
A poet could not but be gay 
In such a jocund company : 
I gazed, and gazed, but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought. 


For oft, when on my couch I lie, 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude ; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 


WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 
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APTIL DAYS. 


O THE sweet, sweet lapsing of the tide, 

Through the still hours of the golden afternoon! 
O the warm, red sunshine, far and wide, 

Falling soft as in the crowning days of June! 


Calls the grey sandpiper from the quiet shore, 
Weave the swallows light and music through the 
air, 
Chants the sparrow all his pleasure o’er and o’er, 
Sings and smiles the spring, and sparkles every- 
where. 


Well I know that death and pain to all are near, 
That, save sorrow, naught is certain this world 
gives ; 
Yet my heart stirs with the budding of the year, 
And rejoices still with every thing that lives. 


Fold me then, O south-wind! God is good. 
Gladly, gratefully I take thy sweet caress. 
Call, sandpiper, from thy solitude, 
Every sight and sound has power to bless. 


O the sweet, sweet lapsing of the tide, 
Through the still hours of the golden afternoon! 
Nor death, nor pain, nor sorrow shall abide, 


For God blesses all His children, late or soon. 
Mrs. CELIA [LAIGHTON] THAXTER. 
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THE FIRST SWALLOW, 


THE gorse is yellow on the heath, 
The banks with speedwell flowers are gay, 
The oaks are budding, and, beneath, 
The hawthorn soon will bear the wreath, 
The silver wreath, of May. 


The welcome guest of settled spring, 
The swallow, too, has come at last; 
Just at sunset, when thrushes sing, 
I saw her dart with rapid wing, 
And hailed her as she past. 


Come, summer visitant, attach 
To my reed roof your nest of clay, 
And let my ear your music catch, 
Low twittering underneath the thatch 
At the grey dawn of day. 


Mrs. CHARLOTTE [TURNER] SMITH. 


THE BLUEBIRD. 


LISTEN a moment, I pray you; what was that sound 
that I heard? 

Wind in the budding branches, the ripple of brooks, 
or a bird? 

Hear it again, above us! and see! a flutter of wings! 

The bluebird knows it is April, and soars toward the 
sun and sings. 
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Never the song of the robin could make my heart 


so glad. 
When I hear the bluebird singing in spring, I forget 
to be sad. 
Hear it! a ripple of music! sunshine changed into 
song! . 


It sets me thinking of summer when the days and 
their dreams are long. 


Winged lute that we call a bluebird, you blend in a 
silver strain 

The sound of the laughing waters, the patter of 
spring’s sweet rain, 

The voice of the winds, the sunshine, and fragrance 
of blossoming things. 

Ah! you are an April poem, that God has dowered 


with wings! 
EBEN EUGENE REXFORD. 


THE TIME IS PLEASANT. 


NATURE, so far as in her lies, 
Imitates God, and turns her face 

To every land beneath the skies, 
Counts nothing that she meets with base, 
But lives and loves in every place ; 


Fills out the homely quick-set screens, 
And makes the purple lilac ripe, 
Steps from her airy hill, and greens 
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The swamp, where hums the dropping snipe, 
With moss and braided marish-pipe, 


And on thy heart a finger lays, 
Saying, ‘“ Beat quicker, for the time 
Is pleasant, and the woods and ways 
Are pleasant, and the beech and lime 


Put forth and feel a gladder clime.” — 
ALFRED TENNYSON. 
On a Mourner. 


THE VIOLET BANK. 


OncE more, dear friend, the violet bank we seek, 
And tread with joy our old familiar ways ; 
Gone is fell winter, grey, and stern, and bleak ; 
And laughing spring fills every heart with praise. 
Once more we hail bright morns and lengthening 
days, 
And all the dear delights that winter stole ; 
Glad of the sunlight, with its tender rays, 
Charmed with the loveliness which decks the 
whole ; 
Grateful for Love, which, undeserved is ours, 
Love constant as this light which comes, newborn, 
And speaks to us of Him who makes the flowers 
Come gently forth to bless “the smiling morn.” 
With all this beauty, we may be forgiven 


If we forget that earth is zo¢ our heaven. 
Mrs. JESsIzE CUNNINGHAM [MyLNE] HOWDEN. 
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SPRINGS THE TIME. 


VIOLETs in the hazel copse, 
Bluebells in the dingle ; 

Birds in all the green tree-tops 
Joyous songs commingle. 

Phillis through the flowery ways 
Strays from dawn till gloaming. 

Oh, the happy breezy days! 
Spring’s the time for roaming. 


In the budding of the year, 

In the daisied meadows, 
Where the brooklet ripples clear 
Through the willow shadows 

Corydon, among his sheep, 
Sees fair Phillis roving, 

Feels a rapture new and deep: 
Spring’s the time for loving! 


Merry moments swiftly pass, 
Corydon and Phillis 

Wandering through the dewy grass 
Through the daffodillies. 

In the woodlands faint and far 
Tender doves are cooing ; 

Flocks and fields forsaken are: 
Spring’s the time for wooing! 


Amber cowslips fresh and sweet, 
As a first love-token, 
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Corydon at Phillis’ feet 
Lays, — no word is spoken. 
Oh, yon brooklet! dance along, 
Whirling, dimpling, spinning ; 
Babble out your sunshine song: 
Spring’s the time for winning ! 
MARY CLARISSA GILLINGTON. 


THE SWALLOW. 


O swaLLow chirping in the sparkling eaves, 
Why hast thou left far south thy fairy homes, 
To build between these drenched April leaves, 
And sing me songs of spring before it comes? _ 
Too soon thou singest! Yon black stubborn thorn 
Bursts not a bud: the sweeping wind drifts on. 
She that once flung thee crumbs, and in the morn 

Sang from the lattice where thou sing’st, is gone. 
Here is no Spring. Thy flight yet further follow. 
Fly off, vain swallow! 


Thou com’st to mock me with remembered things. 
I love thee not, O bird for me too gay. 
That which I want thou hast, — the gift of wings: 
- Grief — which I have —thou hast not. Fly away! 
What hath my roof for thee? My cold dark roof, 
Beneath whose weeping thatch thine eggs will 
freeze ! 
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Summer will halt not here, so keep aloof. 
Others are gone; gothou. In those wet trees 
I see no Spring, though thou still singest of it. 
Fare hence, false prophet. 
EDWARD ROBERT LYTTON BULWER-LYTTON. 


APRIL GLEAMS. 


APRIL gleams ! 

Emerald upland pasture seems 
A silent undulating sea: 
Quietly 

Twinkling, red as planet Mars, 
A short shower’s fallen stars 
Gem the multitudinous blade; 
Daisy sprinkles every glade: 
On a tree, 

Rising silvern slenderly, 
Young leaves, delicate as dreams, 
Inhale the gleams, 

April gleams! 


Thin and rare, 

Every leaf, a flake so fair, 
Single inlays a pale blue air, 
Where the tree 

Rises highest o’er the lea; 
Lower all his leafy form 
Stirs upon a mild grey storm, 
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APRIL GLEAMS. 


Moving soft impearled with rays 
From a wing-like fringe of blaze. 
Yonder pool 

Shines a skiey fleece of wool, 
Unravelling mist, azure and gleams, 
April gleams! 


Faint and grey, 

Far below me, far away, 

Fades the landscape like a sea 
Tenderly: 

Cuckoo answering cuckoo-call, 
Long low notes arise and fall, 

Soft grey voices all in tune 

With the hushed and bloomy swoon 
Of the lea, 

Fading far, a harmony 

Of leaf andiflower, of innocent glee, 
Of turtle-colored cloud and stream, 
And tender tones and loving dream, 
And April gleam! 


Cuckoo-flowers, 

Wet with slant of shiny showers 
Rainbow-braided! Very fair, 
With a frail and fleeting air, 

All the scene! 

We remember what hath been: 
It hath promise for the young ; 
They who have lived overlong 


APRIL SHADOWS. IOI 


In the evanescent glory 

Feel bewildering human story. 

Love with friendship tender and true, 
Hope and life will vanish too, 

Youth with innocence; all but seems; 
Glimmer a moment elfin dreams, 
April gleams! 


RODEN BERKELEY WRIOTHESLEY NOEL. 


APRIL SHADOWS. 


__ He said there was on earth no fairer sight 


Than April shadows from the tall green flags. 
We taunted him with overflows of light 
From walls of sunrise upon Alpine crags ; 
Or pageantries of tropic flowers that swoon 
In the vague, passionate atmosphere of noon; 
Or ranks of crested tumult in the deep, 
Or banners of broad tempest on the sky, 
But he went murmuring, like a man asleep, 
About those April shadows constantly, 
And once I thought I heard him call them “ grand.” 
I smiled, but scoffed not. ‘Then he took my hand, 
And, looking at me gravely, like a man 
About to tell a secret, thus began: 
The great flags grow sedately. Down in glades 
The riot and hurry of the rising spring 
Know them for rulers. All their emerald blades, 
Threaded with fires of gold, stand near the shades, 
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Kept trimly ready for some fairy king; 
A blossom hides in every guardian sheaf 
Till summer calls it. Each particular leaf 
Sharp as a spear and tender as a plume, 
Lets fall its little breath of crystal gloom 
To wave and flutter on the windy grass, 
Or to lie still, if not a sigh should pass 
The lips of patient evening. None can name 
The color of these shadows, for they keep 
The tiny snow-stars and the cups of flame 
Safe in their shelter, softened, yet the same, 
Like sights we love remembered in our sleep. 
On the fine limit of their lines of night, 
Grasses are gems, and lingering dewdrops sparks ; 
They are not shadows, they are ambushed light, 
They are not lights, but they are lustrous darks, 
Films which no force can rend, no skill hath 
wrought, 
Impalpable and permanent as donee 
I saw them first—and here he dropped his 
voice, 
As if he feared to wrong a sight so choice 
By talking of it rashly —on a day 
Of long delight, just at the brink of May; 
All through rich silence of the woods I heard 
The young world growing. Aimless and at ease, 
Moving or pausing, like a joyful bird 
Who dips and poises on the swinging seas, 
For ten delicious hours, at last I found 
These shadows making wonderful the ground 
For none to see. A sentinel I stood 
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And watched. No louder footstep than a fay’s | 
Touched the frail echoes, till with long delays 

A soft, slow sunset filled and flushed the wood, 

And sank and left us. 

Then I understood 

How all the sweetness of this day of days 

Had passed into the shadows, till they wore 
(Like that enchanted ring which seals for good 

The long love-volume after and before) 

Its glory in their heart for evermore. 

MENELLA BUTE SMEDLEY. 


THE FIRST SPRING DAY. 


But one short week ago the trees were bare, 
And winds were keen, and violets pinched with 
frost ; 
Winter was with us, but the larches tost 
Lightly their crimson buds, and here and there 
Rooks cawed. ‘To-day the spring is in the air 
And in the blood: sweet sun-gleams come and go 
Upon the hills, in lanes the wild flowers blow, 
And tender leaves are bursting everywhere. 
About the hedge the small birds peer and dart, 
Each bush is full of amorous flutterings 
And little rapturous cries. The thrush apart 
Sits throned, and loud his ripe contralto rings. 
Music is on the wind, and in my heart 


Infinite love for all created things. 
JOHN TODHUNTER. 
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DESPONDENCY IN SPRING. 


BEAUTIFUL robin! with thy feathers red 
Contrasting, flower-like, with the soft green tree, 
Making thy little flights, as thou art led 
By things that tempt a simple one like thee ; 
I would that thou couldst warble me to tears 
As lightly as the birds of other years! 
Idly to lie beneath an April sun, 
Pressing the perfume from the tender grass ; 
To watch a joyous rivulet leap on 
With the clear tinkle of a music glass, 
And, as I saw the early robin pass, 
To hear him through his little compass run ; 
Only with joys like these to overflow 
Is happiness my heart no more will know. 
NATHANIEL PARKER WILLIS. 


APRIL ONCE MORE. 


TuHE sorrel lifts her snow-white bloom 
From green leaves soft and sour, 

The wry-neck bids the cuckoo come, 
The wych-elm’s all in flower ; 

That tweet! tweet! tweet! that dusty dew, 
That white star at my feet, 

They speak of Aprils past, — and you, 

My sweet! 
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Our wood still curves against the sky, 
And still, all stark and dim, 

Our hornbeam’s fluted branches lie, 
Along the shining rim; 

But ah! within its base of moss 
The rabbits leap and peer, 

No footsteps fright them as they cross, 

This year. 


When winter shared my hapless plight, 

I bound my heart in frost ; 
There was no wealth to vex my sight 

With treasure it had lost; 
But oh! the buds, the scent, the song, 

The agonizing blue, — 
They teach my helpless heart to long 

For you 
EDWARD WILLIAM GOSSE. 


AN APRIL DAY 


WHEN the warm sun, that brings 
Seedtime and harvest, has returned again, 
’*Tis sweet to visit the still wood, where springs 
The first flower of the plain. 


I love the season well, 

When forest glades are teeming with bright forms, 
Nor dark and many-folded clouds foretell 

The coming on of storms. 
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From the earth’s loosened mould 
The sapling draws its sustenance, and thrives; 
Though stricken to the heart with winter’s cold, 
The drooping tree revives. 


The softly-warbled song 
Comes from the pleasant woods, and colored 
wings 
Glance quick in the bright sun, that moves along 
The forest openings. 


When the bright sunset fills 

The silver woods with light, the green slope throws 
Its shadows in the hollows of the hills, 

And wide the upland glows. 


And when the eve is born, 
In the blue lake the sky, o’er-reaching far, 
Is hollowed out, and the moon dips her horn, 
And twinkles many a star. 


Inverted in the tide 
Stand the grey rocks, and trembling shadows 
throw, 
And the fair trees look over, side by side, 
And see themselves below. 


Sweet April! many a thought 
Is wedded unto thee, as hearts are wed; 
Nor shall they fail, till, to its autumn brought, 
Life’s golden fruit is shed. 
HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW. 
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POLL OULTHE: CUCKOO, 


HaiL, beauteous stranger of the grove, 
Thou messenger of spring! 
Now heaven repairs thy rural seat, 
And woods thy welcome sing. 


What time the daisy decks the green, 
Thy certain voice we hear; 

Hast thou a star to guide thy path, 
Or mark the rolling year? 


Delightful visitant! with thee 
I hail the time of flowers, 

And hear the sound of music sweet 
From birds among the bowers. 


The schoolboy, wandering through the wood, 
To pull the primrose gay, 

Starts, the new voice of spring to hear, 
And imitates thy lay. 


What time the pea puts on the bloom 
Thou fliest thy vocal vale, 

An annual guest in other lands, 
Another spring to hail. 


Sweet bird! thy bower is ever green, 
Thy sky is ever clear; 

Thou hast no sorrow in thy song, 
No winter in thy year! 
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Oh, could I fly, I’d fly with thee! 
We’d make with joyful wing, 
Our annual visit o’er the globe, 
Companions of the spring. | 
JoHN Locan. 


DAISIES AND BUTTERCUPS. 


HEIGH-HO! daisies and buttercups, 
Fair yellow daffodils, stately and tall! 
When the wind wakes how they rock in the grasses, 
And dance with the cuckoo-buds slender and 
small! 
Here’s two bonny boys, and here’s mother’s own 
lasses, 
Eager to gather them all. 


Heigh-ho! daisies and buttercups ! 
Mother shall thread them a daisy chain; 
Sing them a song of the pretty hedge-sparrow 
That loved her brown little ones, loved them full 


fain ; 
Sing, “ Heart, thou art wide though the house be but 
narrow: ” 


Sing once, and sing it again. 


Heigh-ho! daisies and buttercups, 
Sweet wagging cowslips, they bend and they bow; 


THE SNOW IS GONE. IOQ 


A ship sails afar over warm ocean waters, 
And haply one musing doth stand at her prow. 
O bonny brown sons, and O sweet little daughters, 
Maybe he thinks on you now! 


Heigh-ho! daisies and buttercups, 
Fair yellow daffodils, stately and tall: 
A sunshiny world full of laughter and leisure, 
And fresh hearts unconscious of sorrow and 
thrall! 
Send down on their pleasure smiles passing its 
measure, 


God that is over us all! 
JEAN INGELOW. 


Songs of Seven. 


THE SNOW IS GONE. 


THE green grass blades a-quiver 
With joy at the dawn of day 
(For the most inquisitive ever 
Of the flowers of the field are they,) 
Lisped low to their lazy 
Neighbors that flat on the ground, 
Dandelion and daisy, 
Lay still in a slumber sound: 
But soon, as a ripple of shadow 
Runs over the whisperous wheat, 
The rumor ran over the meadow 
With numberless fluttering feet: 


IIO VILLANELLE TO THE DAFFODIL. 


It was told by the water-cresses 
To the brooklet that, in and out 

Of his garrulous green recesses, 
For gossip was gadding about: 

And the brooklet, full of the matter, 
Spread it abroad with pride ; 

_ But he stopped to gossip and chatter, 

And turned so often aside, 

That his news got there before him 
Ere his journey down was done; 

And young leaves in the vale laughed o’er him 
“We know it! Zhe Snow is gone!” 


EDWARD ROBERT LYTTON BULWER-LYTTON. 
The Thistle. 


VILLANELLE TO THE DAFFODIL. 


O DAFFODIL, flower saffron-gowned, 
Effulgent with the Sun-god’s gold, 
Thou bring’st the joyous season round! 


While yet the earth is blanched and browned 
Thou dost thy amber leaves unfold, 
O daffodil, flower saffron-gowned. 


We see thee by yon mossy mound 
Wave from thy stalks each pennon bold; 
Thou bring’st the joyous season round ! 


AVKIOLET. ia | 


Fair child of April, promise-crowned, 
We longed for thee when winds were cold, 
O daffodil, flower saffron-gowned. 


Again we hear the merry sound 
Of sweet birds singing love songs old; 
Thou bring’st the joyous season round! 


Again we feel our hearts rebound 
With pleasures by thy birth foretold: 
O daffodil, flower saffron-gowned, 


Thou bring’st the joyous season round! 
CLINTON SCOLLARD. 


A VIOLET. 


Gop does not send us strange flowers every year. 
When the spring winds blow o’er the pleasant places, 
The same dear things lift up the same fair faces. 

The violet is here. 


It all comes back: the odor, grace, and hue: 
Each sweet relation of its life repeated: 
No blank is left, no looking-for is cheated ; 

It is the thing we knew. 


So after the death-winter it must be. 
God will not put strange signs in the heavenly places: 
The old love shall look out from the old faces, 


Veilchen! I shall have thee! 
Mrs. ADELINE DUTTON [TRAIN] WHITNEY. 
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LIVITA PTI hs 


THE poplar drops beside the way 
Its tasselled plumes of silver-grey ; 
The chestnut pouts its great brown buds, impatient 
for the laggard May. 


The honeysuckles lace the wall, 
The hyacinths grow fair and tall; 
And mellow sun and pleasant wind and odorous 


bees are over all. 
Mrs. ELIZABETH ANN [CHASE] [AKERS] ALLEN. 
Spring at the Capital. 


IN SPRING. 


FLED now the sullen murmurs of the north, 

The splendid raiment of the Spring peeps forth: 

Her universal green, and the clear sky, 

Delight still more and more the gazing eye. 

Wide o’er the fields, in rising moisture strong, 

Shoots up the simple flower, or creeps along 

The mellowed soil; imbibing fairer hues, 

Or sweets from frequent showers and evening dews 

That summon from their sheds the slumbering 
plows, 


While health impregnates every breeze that blows. 
| ROBERT BLOOMFIELD 
The Farmer’s Boy. 


THE SPIRIT OF THE SPRING. IIl3 


Ga Of ITRIT OF THE’ SPRING. 


SWEET spirit of the Spring, 
I hear thee on the wing, 
I saw thee leave thy darling where the snowdrops 
shed their light. 
And I heard thee singing say, 
“Come, love, with me away, 
And I’ll chant a sweeter matin as we sunward take 
our flight. 


**T will show thee where the lilies, 
The laughing daffodillies, 
Are bright with golden halos and bending o’er the 
brooks, 
Whose pretty, playful ways 
Have scooped out fairy bays 
In the willow-wattled bankside and by alder-shaded — 
nooks. 


“Come, say, love, wilt thou follow 
Over height and primrose hollow? 
I will give thee in a solo the heart’s sweet overflow, 
Till the merle takes up the chorus, 
And the throstles all assure us) 
Most pleasant ’tis to warble where the daffodillies 
grow.” 


Sweet spirit of the Spring, 
’Tis heaven to hear thee sing; 


II4 ACGROSTIC TO THE SPRING. 


For spring, with flowers and sunshine, and the 
merry lark away, 
Were but an eyeless grace 
With the soul out of her face, 
Though children light the meadows and frisky lamb- 
kins play. 


EDWARD CAPERN. 


ACROSTIC TO THE SPRING: 


EArTH now is green, and heaven is blue, 
Lively Spring which makes all new, 
Iolly Spring doth enter ; 

Sweet young sunbeams do subdue 
Angry, aged Winter. 


Blasts are mild and seas are calm, 
Every meadow flows with balm, 

The Earth wears all her riches; 
Harmonious birds sing such a psalm, 
As ear and heart bewitches. 


Reserve (sweet Spring) this Nymph of ours, 
Eternal garlands of thy flowers, 

Green garlands never wasting : 

In her shall last our state’s fair Spring, 
Now and for ever flourishing, 

As long as Heaven is lasting. 


SIR JOHN DAVIEs. 
Lymns to Astrea (Queen Elizabeth). 
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gate CHARMING: OF THE EAST WIND. 


LATE in the month a rough east wind had sway, 
The old trees thundered, and the dust was blown; 
But other powers possessed the night and day, 
And soon he found he could not hold his own; 
The merry ruddock whistled at his heart, 
And strenuous blackbirds pierced his flanks with 
song, 
Pert sparrows wrangled o’er his every part, 
And through him shot the larks on pinions strong : 
Anon a sunbeam broke across the plain, 
And the wild bee went forth on booming wing, 
Whereat he feeble waxed, but rose again 
With aimless rage and idle blustering ; 
The south wind touched him with a drift of rain, 


And down he sank, a captive to the spring! 
CHARLES TENNYSON-TURNER. 


IN SPRING. 


SWEET primrose time! when thou art here 
I go by grassy ledges 

Of long lane-side, and pasture-mead, 
And moss-entangled hedges : 


And all about her army gay 
The primrose weather musters, 
In single knots, and scattered files, 
And constellated clusters. 
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And golden-headed children go 
Among the golden blossoms, 

And harvest a whole meadow’s wealth, 
Heaped on their dainty bosoms. 


Ah, play your play, sweet little ones, 
Whose life is gladness only : 

Nor ask an equal mirth from hearts 
Which, e’en with you, are lonely. 


God to His flowers His flowers gives, 
Pure happiness uncloying : 
Whilst they whose primrose time is past, 
Enjoy in your enjoying. 
FRANCIS TURNER PALGRAVE. 


VIOLETS 


UNDER the green hedges after the snow, 
There do the dear little violets grow, 

Hiding their modest and beautiful heads 
Under the hawthorn in soft mossy beds. 


Sweet as the roses, and blue as the sky, 
Down there do the dear little violets lie ; 
Hiding their heads where they scarce may be seen, 
By the leaves you may know where the violet hath 
been. . 
JouNn MoutrRriE. 
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SPRING. 
(AFTER MELEAGER.) 


Now the bright crocus flames, and now 

The slim narcissus takes the rain, 
And, straying o’er the mountain’s brow, 

The daffodillies bud again. 

The thousand blossoms wax and wane 
On wold, and heath, and fragrant bough, 
But fairer than the flowers art thou, 

Than any growth of hill or plain. 


Ye gardens, cast your leafy crown, 

That my Love’s feet may tread it down, 
Like lilies on the lilies set; 

My Love, whose lips are softer far 

Than drowsy poppy petals are, 


And sweeter than the violet. 
ANDREW LANG. 


ge LATE. SPRING. 


SHE stood alone amidst the April fields, 


Brown, sodden fields, all desolate and bare. 


“The spring is late,” she said, “the faithless spring, 
That should have come to make the meadows fair. 


“Their sweet south left too soon, among the trees 


The birds, bewildered, flutter to and fro; 


For them no green boughs wait, — their memories 


Of last year’s April had deceived them so.” 
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She watched the homeless birds, the slow, sad spring, 
The barren fields, and shivering, naked trees. 

“Thus God has dealt with me, His child,” she said ; 
“T wait my springtime, and am cold like these. 


“To them will come the fulness of their time; 
Their spring, though late, will make the meadows 
faire 
Shall I, who wait like them, like them be blessed ? 
I am His own, — doth not my Father care?” 
Mrs. LOUISE [CHANDLER] MOULTON. 


THE FLIGHT OF THE HADFIS. 


In waning April, when the sun of noon 
Withers the desert grasses, and Bagdad 
Sits mid her scented gardens and makes glad 
Her soul with laugh of waters; when the moon 
Is a gemmed crescent glittering where swoon 
The jeweled stars in Tigris; and the sad 
Dark palms stand all in dusky raiment clad 
Craving with upheld hands some heavenly boon, , 
On the mosque’s dome, or on some ruined wall 
Or favored housetop, stand the pilgrim-cranes, 
Each upon one red leg without its nest. 
The Arabs tell that ere the rose leaves fall, 
These wingtd Muslines fly to the far fanes 


Of Mecca, and by Mahomet are blest. 
CHARLES HENRY LUDERS. 


NALPRILLE.” 


MAPRIBLE? 


SHE walked across the fields, icebound, 
Like some shy, sunny hint of spring, 
And stooping suddenly she found 
A violet, a dainty thing, 
Which shunned the chilly light of day 
Until sweet “ Aprille ” came that way. 


They knew each other, girl and flower ; 
There was some subtile bond between ; 
And I had walked, that very hour, 
The fields, and had no violet seen; 
For me the winter landscape lay 
All blossomless and bleak and grey. 


They knew me not, blue flower, blue eyes; 
She, careless, passed me when we met; 

The tender glance which I would prize 
Above all things the violet 

Received ; and I went on my way, 

Companioned with the cheerless day. 


From wintry days blue violets shrink ; 
From wintry lives blue eyes will turn ; 
And yet if she, I sometimes think, 
Could smile on me with sweet concern, 
One life so like this wintry day 
Would springtime be for aye and aye. 


119 


HARRISON ROBERTSON. 
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THE WARBLING OF BLACKBIRDS. 


WHEN I hear the waters fretting, 
When I see the chestnut letting 
All her lovely blossom falter down, I think, “ Aja« 
the day!” 
Once with magical sweet singing, 
Blackbirds set the woodland ringing, 
That awakes no more while April hours wear them- 


selves away. 


In our hearts fair hope lay smiling, 
Sweet as air, and all beguiling ; 
And there hung a mist of bluebells on the slope 
and down the dell; 
And we talked of joy and splendor 
That the years unborn would render, 
And the blackbirds helped us with the story, for 


they knew it well. 


Piping, fluting, ‘“‘ Bees are humming, 
April’s here, and summer’s coming , 
Don’t forget us when you walk, a man with men, in 
pride and joy; 
Think on us in alleys shady, 
When you step a graceful lady ; 
For no fairer day have we to hope for, little girl and 
boy. 


“Laugh and play, O lisping waters, 
Lull our downy sons and daughters ; 
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Come, O wind and rock their leafy cradle in thy 
wanderings coy ; 
When they wake, we’ll end the measure 
With a wild sweet cry of pleasure, 
And a ‘ Hey down derry, let’s be merry! little girl 
and boy!’” 


JEAN INGELOW. 


SIAL NIL. 


Nort a breath to break the stillness, 
Not a cloud to fleck the blue, 

But the skylark in the sunshine, 
And the primrose in the dew. 


Buds are bursting in the hedges, 
Leaves are stirring in the lane, 

Everywhere the sap is stirring, 
Love returns to life again. 


Sing out, nightingale and linnet, 
Blush, sweet flowers, in silent bliss, 

Murmur, brook, with softest music, 
Trembling at the spring’s first kiss. 


Joy is dreaming in the meadows, 
Peace is in the forest glade, 

Hope, tiptoe with eager rapture, 
Thrills the breast of youth and maid. 


I22 APRIL. 


Thus the old earth, fresh and lusty, 
Is still young at heart, we see; 
Nature’s beauty knows no wrinkles, 

It is we who change, not she. 


JouHN DENNIS. 


APRIL. 


TEARS in a maiden’s eyes! 
Little enough they deceive us; 
Little enough do they grieve us; 
Well do we know that beneath them 
The joy of young life smiles and glows; 
Soon into dimples and gladness 
Will break the thin mist of her sadness, 
As out of the showers of April 
Springs upward the bloom of the rose! 


Rain in the April skies! 
What do we care for its falling? 
Thousand faint voices low calling 
Tell that behind it the sunshine 
Waits, in a passion of light, 
To set the glad wild bird a-singing, 
To set the wild flower bells ringing, 
To make the red rose of the morning 
Burst out of the gloom of the night. 
Mrs. MARY ELIZABETH [MCGRATH] BLAKE, 
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AT DAWN. 


A cusH of bird-song, a patter of dew, 
A cloud, and a rainbow’s warning, 
Suddenly sunshine and perfect blue, — 

An April day in the morning! 


_ Magical, autumn hazes are, 
And rare is your summer weather, 
With its purple midnight throbbing far 
Over lovers clasped together ; 


But dearer to me these daring flowers 
The passionate noontide scorning, 

This gladsome slipping of shining showers, 
This April day in the morning! 


*~ Mrs. HARRIET ELIZABETH [PRESCOTT] SPOFFORD. 
fancies. 


AN APRIL SHOWER. 


Tue land with laughing light was crowned, 
All shadows scorning, . 

When swiftly rose a cloud, and frowned 
Upon the morning ; 

Down in a torrent dropped amain 

The clattering, pattering, sobbing rain. 
Spring used her power ; 

The sunbeams through the cloudlet shone, 

And in a trice the storm was gone: 
An April shower. 


124 THE EVE OF ST. MARK 


My lady’s smiling face was decked 
, With gay contentment, 

When one small doubt our pleasure checked, 
And brought resentment. 

Her heart a prey to jealous fears, 

Down fell the dancing, glancing tears. 
Love used his power; 

And kisses warm the cloud removed, 

Till, like the storm, her anger proved 


An April shower. 
SYDNEY GREY. 


THE EVE OF SAINT MARK. 


Upon a Sabbath day it fell, 

Twice holy was the Sabbath bell, 

That called the folk to evening prayer; 
The city streets were clean and fair 
From wholesome drench of April rains; 
And, on the western window panes, 
The chilly sunset faintly told 

Of unmatured green, valleys cold, 

Of the green thorny bloomless hedge, 
Of rivers new with springtide sedge, 
Of primroses by sheltered rills, 

And daisies on the aguish hills. 

Twice holy was the Sabbath bell ; 

The silent streets were crowded well 


SPRING. 125 


With staid and pious companies, 

Warm from their fireside orat’ries ; 

And moving, with demurest air, 

To evensong, and vesper prayer. 

Each archéd porch and entry low, 

Was filled with patient folk and slow, 
With whisper’s hush, and shuffling feet, 
While played the organ loud and sweet. 


Joun Keats. 


SPRING. 


I sranD as on the verge of life; ’tis Spring, 
When springs are welling ere they brim away ; 
When waking birds just cheep and shake their wing, 
And clouds come winding in the virgin day. 
I look through fruit boughs fresh with sprout and 
spray, 
Down loam-hills loosed by shoots where thick 
dews cling, 
From out the deep sky night yet dreams away, 
Down lush marsh woods and waters wandering. 
I stand between the past and the pursuing, 
Between the dreamed of deed and the undone, 
With all the earth on tiptoe for the doing, 
And breathless for the startword of the sun; 
And dreaming drifts away and big with song 


My full heart fails when it should be most strong. 
THEOPHILE MARZIALS. 


126 THE SPRING OF LOVE. 


LO VIOLETS. 


WELCoME, maids of honor, 
You do bring 
In the Spring ; 

And wait upon her. 


She has virgins many, 
Fresh and fair; 
Yet you are 

More sweet than any. 


Ye are the maiden posies, 
And so graced, 
To be placed, 
*Fore damask roses. 


Yet though thus respected, 
By-and-by 
Ye do lie, 
Poor girls, neglected. 
ROBERT HERRICK. 


THE SPRING OF LOVE. 


O, How this spring of love resembleth 
The uncertain glory of an April day, 
Which now shows all the beauty of the sun, 
And by and by a cloud takes all away! 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 
Two Gentlemen of Verona. 
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UNDER THE LIMES. 


How sweet in wintertime we feign the spring, 
How fair by night we dream the day shall be! 
Can any April tide such freshness bring, 
Our eyes on any morn such brightness see? 
Half heedlessly we hear the first bird sing, 
Behold the first shoots breaking on the tree ; 
And when we wake, our reason fain would cling 
Prisoner to fancies, fearing to be free. 
For like the crossing leaves, that day by day 
Grow larger, till they weave the linden shade, 
Our pleasures so are woven to a whole; 
Not in the past we see how glad are they, 
But after find even fairer than we prayed 
Their dreams and memories left within the soul. 
FRANCIS WILLIAM BOURDILLON. 


SPRING SONG. 


THE snow is gone and everywhere 

The spring is come with thrill and voice, 
With golden color in the air 

And light upon the grass, 

For all the world is made aware 

Of Life that is and Death that was, 

And men, a sudden sing, “ Rejoice!” 
Who lately sang Alas! 


AGNES MARY FRANCES ROBINSON. 
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For those who note the fate of earthly things 
There lurks a sadness in the April air, 
A dreamy sense of what the future brings 
To things too good, too hopeful, and too fair. 
The spring brings greenness to the recent grave, 
But brings no solace to the mourning heart ; 
Nor will its rustling and its piping save 
A single pang to him who must depart. 
The ivy bloom is full of humming bees ; 
The linnets whistle in the leaves on high ; 
Around the stems of all the orchard trees 
In flaky heaps the fallen blossoms lie: 
But every leaf upon each new-clad tree 
Tells but of boundless mutability. 
EUGENE LEE HAMILTON. 


eden 


THE April winds are magical 

And thrill our tuneful frames ; 

The garden walks are passional 

To bachelors and dames. 

The hedge is gemmed with diamonds, 
The air with Cupids full, 

The cobweb clues of Rosamond 
Guide lovers to the pool. 

Each dimple in the water, 

Each leaf that shades the rock 
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Can cozen, pique and flatter, 
Can parley and provoke. 
Goodfellow, Puck and goblins, 
Know more than any book. 
Down with your doleful problems, 
And court the sunny brook. 
The south winds are quick-witted, 
The schools are sad and slow, 
The masters quite omitted 
The lore we care to know. 

RALPH WALDO EMERSON. 


APRIL RAIN. 


SHOWERS, showers, naught but showers, and it wants 
a week of May; 

Flowers, flowers, summer flowers, are hid in the 
green and the grey; 

Green buds and grey shoots cover their sparkling 
gear, 

They stir beneath, they long to burst, for the May 
is SO near, so near ; 

While I spin and I spin, and the fingers of the rain 

Fall patter, pitter, patter, on the pane. 


Showers, showers, silver showers, murmur and softly 
sing ; 

Flowers, flowers, summer flowers, are swelling and 
hearkening ; 
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It wants a week of May, when my love and I will 
be one, 

The flowers will burst, the birds will sing, as we 
walk to church in the sun; 

So patter goes my heart, in a kind of pleasant pain, 


To the patter, pitter, patter, of the rain. 
ROBERT WILLIAMS BUCHANAN. 


APRIL, 


Rosrns call robins in tops of trees ; 

Doves follow doves, with scarlet feet ; 
Frolicking babies, sweeter than these, 

Crowd green corners where highways meet. 


Violets stir and arbutus wakes, 
Claytonia’s rosy bells unfold ; 

Dandelion through the meadow makes 
A royal road, with seals of gold. 


Golden and snowy and red the flowers, 
Golden, snowy, and red*in vain ; 

Robins call robins through sad showers ; 
The white dove’s feet are wet with rain. 


For April sobs while these are so glad, 
April weeps while these are so gay, 
Weeps like a tired child who had 
Playing with flowers, lost its way. 
Mrs. HELEN MARIA [FISKE] [Hunt] JAckKson. 
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toe PORTS MONTH. 


[These verses contain in quotation every allusion Shakespeare has made 
in his plays and poems, to the month of his birth.] 
WHEN April comes, like tearful, timorous nymph 
Escaping from the stormy grasp of March, 
*Tis not alone for summer harbingers 
And mildness after winter’s harsher days 
We hail the gentle month. It hath a grace, 
A fair inheritance that hath come down 
The busy, perilous, and changeful years, 
Bringing a better boon than gold to us; 
It is our poet’s month. On a spring day, 
“A day in April never came so sweet” ! 
And goodly in its golden promises 
As that whereon in England’s heart upsprung 
A seed whose fruitfulness hath brought great store 
Of all men’s blessings; made its parent soil 
Forever glorious, 
On a sweet day of spring was Shakespeare born, 
Our Shakespeare; for his tongue, his fame are 
ours ; 
Nor can the island of his birth fold in 
His fame that overlaps the bounds of oceans, 
Reaching remotest corners of the earth. 
Still for that day of old we love thee, April, 
And if thou hast been called injurious names, 
We will forget them; and thou shalt not be 
To us, for that one birth, a “spongy April;’’? 
But ever in thy changeful skies shall shine 


! Merchant of Venice, II. ix. 93. 2 Tempest, IV. i. 65. 
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The ancient “glory of an April day.” * 

The young year loves thee, and most maidenly 

Reflects thy changefulness, all smiles and tears, 

Both happy; for she has not learned the woes 

The dark November of her life may bring: 

“The April’s in her eyes; it is love’s spring ; ”? 

And love lends “spices to the April day.” 3 

Her small, swift bounding foot, “whose perfect white 

Shows like an April daisy on the grass,” 4 

Flashes before us as the nymph flies on 

“When proud-pied April dress’d in all his trim,” 5 

“Three April perfumes ”° in his waving locks, 

Catches her eye, enticing her light steps 

To come and dance away the merry hours 

“*'Twixt May and April.” 7 

Bright month! thy poet loved thee; and thy fresh- 
ness 

Breathes pleasantness and joy in his sweet verse, 

And perfume that “smells April,” 8 lovesomeness 

That cries how “men are April when they woo.” 9 

So “youthful April shall,” !° by all the lovers 

Of him who sung its charms, be often blessed 

For his sweet songs ; and, in the years to come, 

“When well-apparelled April on the heel ; 

Of limping Winter treads,” ™ ’twill bring remem- 
brance 


t Two Gentlemen of Verona, I. iii. 85. 

2 Antony and Cleopatra, III. ii. 43. 3 Timon of Athens, IV. iii. 41. 
4 Lucrece, 395. 5 Sonnet XCVIII. 2. 6 Sonnet CIV. 7. 

7 Lover’s Complaint, CII. 8 Merry Wives of Windsor, III. ii. 69. 
9 As You Like It, IV. i. 147. 10 Titus Andronicus, III, i. 18, 

1I Romeo and Juliet, I. ii. 27, 
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Of poesy, “a man in April born;”? 

And to the beauty “peering in April’s front” 2 

Give added grace. Nor must we blame his month 

That not “fourscore of April” 3 birthdays came 

To cheer the world with golden years of verse; 

Nor that in “ April died” 4 his heart of song: 

Died! nay; his song, his soul of poesy, 

His grandeur, and his sweetness have not died ; 

But live immortal in his deathless verse, 

Victors of time, and death, and accident ; 

Making the world more happy, noble, wise ; 

Stirring in every heart harmonious strings, 

Divinest music of the human soul: 

In which thy bard, O April, shall live on 

While men recall the past, and have the gift 

To feel, beyond the brutes, gay springtime’s prom- 
ises, 

Celestial hopes transfiguring earthly things ; 

While Age, with memories of full ripe years, 

“Calls back the lovely April of its prime,” 5 

Or Youth rejoices in its best delights, 

“With April’s first-born flowers and all things 


rare.’’© 
WILLIAM LEIGHTON. 
i Troilus and Cressida, I. ii. 189. 2 Winter’s Tale, IV. iv. 3. 
3 Winter’s Tale, IV. iv. 280. 4 King John, IV. ii. 120, 


5 Sonnet III. x. 6 Sonnet XXI. vii. 
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You must wake and call me early, call me early, 
mother dear ; 

To-morrow ’ill be the happiest time of all the glad 
new year; 

Of all the glad new year, mother, the maddest, mer- 
riest day ; 

For I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. 


There’s many a black, black eye, they say, but none 
so bright as mine ; 

There’s*Margaret and Mary, there’s Kate and Caro- 
line: 

But none so fair as little Alice in all the land they 
say, 

So I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. 


I sleep so sound all night, mother, that I shall never 
wake, 

If you do not call me loud when the day begins to 
break ; 

But I must gather knots of flowers, and buds and 
garlands gay, 

For I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. 


THE MAY QUEEN. ee 


Little Effie shall go with me to-morrow to the green, 

And you'll be there, too, mother, to see me made the 
Queen ; 

For the shepherd lads on every side ’ill come from 
far away, 

And I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. 


The honeysuckle round the porch has woven its wavy 
bowers, 

And by the meadow trenches blow the faint sweet 

- cuckoo-flowers ; 

And the wild marsh-marigold shines like fire in 
swamps and hollows grey, 

And I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. ; 


The night winds come and go, mother, upon the 
meadow grass, 

And the happy stars above them seem to brighten 
as they pass ; 

There will not be a drop of rain the whole of the 
livelong day, 

And I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. 


All the valley, mother, ’ill be fresh and green and 
still, 

And the cowslips and the crowfoot are over all the 
hill, 
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And the rivulet in the flowery dale ’ill merrily glance 
and play, 

For I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. 


So you must wake and call me early, call me early, 
mother dear, 
To-morrow ’ill be the happiest time of all the glad 
new year: 

To-morrow ’ill be of all the year the maddest, mer- 
riest day, 

For I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. 


ALFRED TENNYSON. 


FAREWELL TO APRIL. 


FAREWELL to thee, April, a gentle farewell, 

Thou hast saved the young rose in its emerald cell; 

Sweet nurse, thou hast mingled thy sunshine and 
showers, 

Like kisses and tears, on thy children the flowers. 

As a hope, when fulfilled, to sweet memory turns, 

We shall think of thy clouds as the odorous urns, 

Whence color, and freshness, and fragrance were 
wept; 

We shall think of thy rainbows, their promise is kept. 

There is not a cloud on the morning’s blue way, 


And the daylight is breaking, the first of the May. 
Mrs. LETITIA ELIZABETH. [LANDON] MACLEAN. 
The Golden Violet. 
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APRIL EVER FRAIL AND FAIR. 


AT last young April, ever frail and fair, 

Wooed by her playmate with the golden hair. 
Chased to the margin of receding floods 

O’er the soft meadows starred with opening buds, 
In tears and blushes sighs herself away, 

And hides her cheek beneath the flowers of May. 


OLIVER WENDELL HoOLMEs, 
Spring. 
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